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My purpeos in thie series of stories of the Kentucky 
mountain dietriet 10 not omiy to show differences in the 
cen, memmers, and customs of these who have lived in the 
foot-hille of the Appelachein Mounteine epert from the rest 
of the world to a very great extent until] recently, tut al- 
8o to we the reader renlize that anyone might so have de- 
veloped had hin family for generations beck deen reare? un- 
der singler circumstances, 

The setting for ali of these eterien 10 in thet eta en 
of the etate thet te om an the "Moonshine, foutin’? coun- 
try". Although killings end shootings ere culte frement, 
the majerity of the inhebitents are mot thue engaged. In one 
of the so-called "bloeiy counties” while I wee there, seven 
were shot enn killed within one email ares. Out of one of 
these billings developed e feud which 4 still being vage 
in the county seat town; throe heve been shot end two wound- 
e im 1940, Upon esking the julge of this county if nothing 
gould be dene to curd the number of Millings, he replied, 
"Yes. If we could ever get a death sentence, that wen 
helps. We 484 bring im a jury once from emother coumty, dat 


they, too, were afraid te pronounce u deeth sentence.” 

Tt lo not ofviseble to publish @irect meterial comecrn- 
ing thie seetion of Kentucky es the people ere very sensitive 
and think thet one is either lender ine or making fun" of 
thom. One of the Miesion workers im enother county wrote 
@irectiy of her experiences; some of the better edneated 
*natives™ reat the bedk ant made euch a protest that the 
book wan necessarily withireen from eirouletion. sc a result 
of the 1li-feeling engendered by this deck, the Wiesion work 
wee greatly hemporei. A very sieiler renetion took piece 
in the rot- mae of Tomeceee because of the book, "School 
House in the Foot- Me“, the author of which we a "native" 
of that very seetion, 

the shove oxplemation accounts for my choosing the 
short story ae the vehicle of expreceion fer the oxperienees 
gornere’ both first ant second-hamil in the Kentucky foot- 
24 country, the following stories ere told im simple die- 
tion no it den not geen fitting to adopt anything Mike a 
sophisticated style to deseribe the Mire of simplicity which 
nest of hene mountaineers live, although, at times, t ber- 
dere on the intensely dramatic. . 

I cerried am this etuly while teaching and anseeiating 
with the people thomeclves, My noter om the Gialeet and 
out done of the natives“ are accurate os they wore teken on 


the spot, and later the Gislect list and stories were check- 
ed by e teacher who hae wen in the seme velley for over 
twelve years. Tt is hoped that thie series of short storia 
will contritmte to the kmowlefige of carly American dialect 
which still persists in the Kentucky mountein region. Algo, 
it 1 desired thet the stories will have a sociological 
value in helping the reader understand the peculiar people 
thet are native to that region, ‘Whether or not these tales 
have good teclmique an short stories will have te be deter- 
nined by critics of that form. 

Indebtedmess is acknowledge! to Mise Ada Rice, Pro- 
Feser of glich, for helpful adviee end guidenee, end to 
Era. Charles Blanchard, a teacher in a Mountein Mission 
School for reoding end checking the stories for MAeleet 
forms end naturalness of expression. 


Tant yeer I wae given the oppertumity of participating 
in a living dran thet had for ite gage a nerrow, cocluiied 
volley in the foot-hill country of Kentucky, Tt wen nocens - 
ary to atep backward for a period of from fifty to seventy- 
five yeore in time becouse the social, the cultural, and the 
home life in thet seetion have, for the most pert, renetned 
atze throughout the yeors. 

uy first night im the mountains wae spent in on ancient 
eebin - one of the poorest, uit of Menke, with a warped 
shingle roof thet Lenke like a sieve. That firet night 1 
hag the novel exporienwee of sleeping on a shack mettross 
that rustled every time I noved, oni of being awakened by 
the qnewing of rate overheall, The femily had deen very gen- 
ergs, accigning me one entire room while they eli slept in 
the "front roon", I kmow not how, It wes yot oterlight the 
nent norming when I wae erousell by the ehe- nr noise 
of a oben and the prattle of chil¢ren'’s voless, I orone, 
shivering in that little er- ten dedrecm, end éresnel in 
the éexrk, also a new experience. 

T was clef to join the family eroumi the fireplace in 
the front reom as dom as possible, The meagemness of the 


furnishings of thic tenantefarmer's home struck d chord of 
pity im ny heert. he floors wore of rough pleanke with no 
coverings. The fumiture was homeemade exeept the beds and 
the stove in the kitehem. Two or three delapidated splint~ 
botten cheirs wore gupplenented by e bench on one side of 
the table. (See the etery, "Waters of Marah.) 

We haé het bread, fresh “nemtain butter" that resembl~ 
of thick whipyel cream, cravy, an bitter chicory coffee 
for our breakfast that had been preperel by the dim Might of 
a coal of] lenterm, ‘The food ell tasted good on that mappy 
winter nerming. the nem and boys eat down at the "first 
teble"; and I, an compeny, wes seated with them. the mother 
end girls waited table. The dearth of dither end table sere 
vice wes very apparent. Mowever, if one had u Wage, he 
shoulfn't conplein es come one else needed the fork or spoon 
I wes grateful fer having both a fork md spoom, {See the 
story, "fo the Vietor’.) 

Broakfast being over, we oat around the fireplece, walt 
ing for daylight, 1 lesrne’d thet this wae the general cus- 
tom in the mountains especially if there were eny place to 
go - and that norning there me to be a "Mount!in Moetint* 
in a chin just serene the creck, After houre, it seemed to 
me, tho mists elesret cut of the gulchos for a gloriously 
bright winter dey. It was meeeosery to wel a foot~log en 


wate through a cornestathle field to reach the "Seetin'’; so 
T pulled en my boots ond followed the chiléren to thie cabin 
where enother new experience avelted me. An we approached 
the yard with a "paling" (Meet) femee cron it, 1 thought 
thet most of the congregation were on the outside. ‘this 
proved to be true. When we entered one room of the cabin in 
which three families lived, I me horrific! te sec thet the 
gente wore mae of fenee reile of that three-cornerel, sherp 
veriety, resting on blocks or stumpn of wood, Boing a viok 
r, I wes given ome of the few chairs. Only two preachers 
were present; five are usually required for « "big Meetin’* 
oe a "Rreesfor-All Meotin'" or a "“Bapyin'". (See the story, 
amen“. 

@he congregation woe a “moving* eme. The won whe 
were cocking in the kitchen came at intervale ard stood in 
the doormy, with flour still on their bende + porhaps te 
get a glimpee of the new “Micsionary”. Dage and children 
come ond want through the cutoide door; others changed about 
in the room at wid. ie preacher lef the clinging of a hym 
with interminable verge then the other one "proached n- 
self oat of brenth" in a very high key, Tt wan a@iffienlt 
Lor me to underntem? hin er he broke each sentence inte frag- 
mente by uttering the expression, "Wty, yes". Whe the 
mort preacher ont iπν].,õ the sermon, he punctuated his phrase 


by thence collomy vith "ah", while the first prencher 
rested, he sat by the fireplece and chewed and spat; for the 
mountain preachers live no differently from the others in the 
neighborhood, chewing tobacco, drinking corn Mucor, and be- 
ing veciadle with the boye. dne olf fellow with a derk, 
bristly metache chewol and spat inte the fireplace with ac} 
gurney all during the service, soying “Ament” in between ox 
peotorations. Out of courtesy to mo, I was asked to say 
something. Accordingly, I imvited them to cone over te the 
cabin were I wae genug for Sunday School in the efternoen, 
not knowing thet the nountein prenchers talk "agin" the Me- 
sion Sunley Schools. However, that afternoon 1 hel about 
thirty cromled em the front poreh where I was teacher for the 
entire crowi, ranging in ages from babes«in~arm to olf grant 
mothers. (See the story, Men Tide*,) 

Unique experleness ewnited me every dey from the tine 
of the bumpy ride im a joltewagon up the rech- bed until I 
nate my exit from the hill country by the seme rough route. 
Phere was the Sunfay thet a terrific mountain storm hit us 
ae we wero traveling the tragl around "long Mountain". (See 
the story, "Mich Tide, Thon came my Arat Mountain sing- 
ing Sehool held in the Menz en Chapel with fernen coming 
for miles either to join in or listen. (See the eatery, “fo 
the Vietor".) There wes the day thet they buried gem Durget 


up on the hilicide near the Mesten. ‘the mountein folk 
heve no undertaker; they mote their om shrouds, coffins, 
and rough boxes. After e person des, they have ell-night 
services with much presehing om! singing or noarmful eengo. 
(See the story, "“Memmon",) At my first murym'e 1 wes 8 
geim shovel to see the eoffin that wan shaped Mike a - 
ease deposited on the ground where it rested during the en- 
tire service. while the singing end preaching procressed, 
for the voult; end tl others were hermering on the rough 
don. Mere were ne flowers or enything to seften the pro- 
ecolings, At the close of the service which is supposed to 
lest until the creve is ready, to my couplete surprise, I 
notices that some of the streng men took off the coffin 114 
emi then ral ced the cf fin streight up at an le with the 
corpse in its hte shroud exposed to full view. ‘hey 848 
this in order te heve a pleture teken of the corpse with the 
chief mourners om either ede, ac wee the eustom, (Seo the 
storice, nen“ end "Yatere of Rare.) 

Bvery unden I peosed @ireetly im front of the olf 
weather=beaten "Meetin' Rouse" (church) that emed so mech 
concern both before anf efter it moe “euteinetwo". At iret 
I wished I might heave aceces to the baz e as poor os tt 
was beeeuse it wes larger then the tebaeco-etrippin: shod 


aim wich I held my Sunday Scheel most of the time, A ter- 
wrde, when I learned of the illefeeling connected with the 
*Meotin' House", I wee H, I het not trie’ te seoure it, 
One Sunday, I wee ourpriced te see the front part of the 
church saved off. Thet night it wae mysteriously turned, 
The Fm on ome olde of the "Meetin’ Kouse” Blomed the 
fomily on the other des an cd feud war reneved with the 
packing of guns, threatenings, end the “shootin’ up” of the 
house where I visited every Suntay. uns were kept by front 
dern; the place was guarded night ana day; the youre nem 
there tho ves threatened wes sent avey under protest. Un 
the otery, "Meetin' House Fendt”, no officers were called; the 
nystery wee never gevef; and the usnel wey of settling a 
eepute zn the mountains wee employed « thet of leaving the 
affeir to be worked out of itself, Up to the time 1 lost 
the valley no bloot het been shod. Soon sfterwaras came 
the Cestructive meh tide" (fleed) that washed owey proper 
ty of doth parties in the feud, thus diverting their minds 
from the feud. In spit of that, hovever, old grudges were 
revived. end new suspicions were oreated thet no Coubt will 
ceuse division ent strife for years to cone; for the moun- 
teimeers never forcet injuries. (See the stories: "Tigh 
Ten, "To the Victor“, and "Mootin' Mouse Fout",) The iden 
of using United Stetes covernnent officials to solve the 


nystery wan suggested by the actuel happening in this seme 
valley of the steoling of govermment gasoline on the "Road 
Project" end the report thet finger-prints would be taken 
to locate the thier, 

I heve tried to incorporate in these short stories the 
uverege mole of living slthough I visited in homes from the 
poorest to the better type of house that hea weather-board- 
ing oni plastering, mere were three of the latter in the 
velley. The majority of the @wellinge were of the stripped 
plenk veriety - in truth, merely cabins, The log eabin 
which is meh warmer wes a rerity in thet seetion. The ea 
bins are built entirely of lumber sawed et their om save 
males. As the shingles warp out of shepe very soon in that 
reiny, demp clinete, meny of the cabins are roofed with tin 
now, The cabine are not built on solid or contizmons f- 
ations tut on stones or piles set at intervale. This nens 
cold floors in the winter. Of course, thet open space 
mekes em excellent home for the many cate end dogs, end 
sonetines, pigs, which meens fleas are common, ‘This espace 
under the floor 1 often utilized for a storege place for 
wood, kindling, and coal which is easily obtained in sacks 
and wheel berrows from exposed coal ledges or banks. (See 
the stories: “Weters of Merch" and "fo the Vaeter) 

ne of the poorest types of cabine was deseribed by one 


of my pupils from enother valley. At first I thought the 
deseription a clever febrication, so I checked the verecity 
of the letter which follows: 


the deseriptions of pleees of property are differmt 
from those in stetes where roads are leid out in section 
lines. Me following description of a treet of lend publide 
ed in a Kentucky county paper gave me the iden for the 
deundery Cispute in the story, "Moetin' House Feud". 


Beg ann: at fall a holly 
bush, . Se Besen etz thence to. ee to the top 


Bach day I kept an account of happenings and observa- 
tions. One might wonder whet would occur of interest when 
ome wes bottled up in a valley where there were no trains, 


highwys for cers, stores such as we "outlenters" know them, 
no place of ameromant exeept the “Jimmy Bern’ (rend house), 
no telephones, oni very few radios. Lo us et the Hecken, 
Tittle incifonte were important - the grewling of the lum- 
der truck that jolted over roche going up the eredk-bet; the 
gothering in of the mules end nountaineere on "Saher Days"; 
the plonning and earrying out of the Singing school; the 
night the chicken thicves stole ali the chickens fron the 
Mesion; the blue mee by dag and the reidish glare by nigtt 
of the tobaceo-beis' burmin'; the search for the thirty-five 
varisties of wild flowers from the Firat appearance of the 
Trailing Arvutua te the May Apple end Kemtueky Jack~inethe- 
Pulpit; evente at school such es sorud day and visite from 
our - Director; the dey our girls von firet in the County 
Content with ear tatter-making demonstration; Men Tides" 
thet meant flood vacations and a time to “get caught up 
with works letters from the outeide world when the "mati 
boy” (pontuem om mile) come; alco occesiomal visitors from 
the cuteide; trips to the seven “outestations", one noteble 
weck«end trip to mother county; bunt ing for cley by the 
eveck and watching the dexterous feat of a nen ond mile 
"breaking up” for the first tine a steep 111d e for a corn 
erep; coing to “Workin's” in tho eprime tine; vielting the 
sick, holding services on Sunteye; pleming for the crafua- 


tion exercises ont the leet @ey of ache dimmer; in fact, 
Riving eo fall end burg a life an any ente perten. To ne, 
there van drena in the happenings of every dey in the Foot - 
hill eomtry. 

the inepiretion for parte of the stories, "Menmon", 
"high Tide", amd „mt Lilie ent the Racer”, woe given to ne 
by the nother of two of my pupiln who walked foor miles from 
enother county every day to the Mission School. During 
"Dogwood. winter”, thet chilly epell that always cones when 
the Degwocdn bloem (co ony the mounteineers), I had the ope 
por tun ty of going hone with these girls. Our Journey up 
ergok led over « triple divide, the souree of three crecks. 
then we reached the top of the divide, we walked through a 
woeote of Imge Beech trees aderned with lichens, Ground nose 
emi the cront cord ferns (bracken) mate the my plescant. 
the girls foun cone *mowntein toa”, the chrub from which 
the flavor for Tesberry gun ie obtained; cleo I met eanple 
gone Sesveafras end chew come Slippery An. Lenving the cum- 
mit after climbing a reil fence, we went dem a gully which 
wae supposed to be a County Road, crossed Uttle branches 
of erangoscolored water stained from the sulphur recks, peso 
ed corel benke interspersed with eulphur and topped by che 
that made 1t impossible to mine the coal as "elips” (leni- 
glides) occur, and thus entered emother valley. Ap the path 


eresact two high foot-lege, ont fineliy arrived at their 

comolious cabin efter a two-hour walk. I wae gretefal for 
a splint-botton cheir, « érink of well vater, nd an open 
erate fire, Ac is the c,,, im mare moumtein homes, the 
outside door we left open for more light and er untz1 too 
clothes vhon vielting in the nountein homes. That night 

ething limbe, tut the trip was worth all the effort; so ev. 
ente proved. 

It wae éuring those two dare when a mowttain storm end 
remulting “High Tide” shut us in, thet American, the nother, 
tela me of true happenings in the hille that 1 receraed post 
baste in notes to use Inter in the stories: Men Tide, 
“iennon", and “sunt idlde end the Reser", n nerning, 
six o'clock fount us on our lome journey beck to the Moston. 
She "Iigh Tide" hed mae it necessary for uc to wild two 
bridges emt go a rowunflesbout way, skirting the 4110 to no- 
gotiate our joummey. Groat enteraete of unter wore shoot 
ing derm atoep inclines in a moloy manner. The Kentucky 
eertinale were singing; the vivid colorin: of rock, tree, 
the creck elnest shouted to us as we neore? them. Yea, the 


Teng trip wee worth ell the effort in ente of the fect that 
T was almost too tired to teach thet day. Yet, those gare 
after thet experience, I knew that those pur deserved to 
pass in their eubjects even 1 they foiled in come things. 


ade frum my own experiences, I have endeavore? to ine 
corporate in mie series of otories the following: (1) cut~ 
stenting cheracteristice of the people, anf (2) Choracteria- 
ties of epeech that are indigenous to thet section, 


Outetending Characteriotics of the People 


out the emer phases of life. Mowever, the mountaineer ic 
inhermtly polite. when company fe present, the kusbend 
ere hon table, end wen 14 enen to »lerve- teking of ome 
meter, they imvite che baek several times. They are very 
aympathetic in times of cleimees end death. The cick ron 
is often eromie! with people, especially on sundays. It ie 
the oniy way they hove of showing their eoneem cs they deve 
no telephenes for imcuiring of tho eck percent neither are 
there ony florist shops te deliver flowers, In feet, they 
never have flowers at their fumerels or turyin's, In tines 
of sickness cometinee their superstitions are expresced by 


Very often the mile mast de heeted straight up the mountain 
in order to drive the plow peint into the rocky soil for a 
Frech start. there 10 very little level lent or bot ten- 
for cultivation; hence 1 ie highly prize. That te one 
reaten the neuntaineere ficht the extension of the covern- 
ment roné up the valley an it means they met give up their 
geréen spots or tobacco patches, (See the story, “tele 
qed de Tast gend. ] Rovever, two mies oan ferm in ken- 
tacky where only one could in some level states; for one 
nen cn own ome cite of the 2411, end smother Pm lg oon 
Fern the other de. ‘omen end girls help mentpalete the 
hendeplemters to plent corn. Ac soon an school “turns out- 
in the spring, every high school girl must necessarily get 
out end hoe in the fields of corn ant tobacco; they expect 
to do so and meke large sumbennetes to wear eo thet they may 
precerve their “white” complexions, a mark of beauty thet 
hee persiete® since Civil Wer days. (See the story, unt 
41e and the hacer“) 
“Quickeon~thestricgcer" tempers are common in the 4118 
I had one boy in my clacses with an explosive temper thet 1 
tried to help hin overcome, Be could have deen "bright" hea 
he not chewed tobseeo, smoked, and drunk Menor at the age 
of twelve, Hie crovth wes stented by reasem of thin, fe 


henging n horseshoe over the foot of the sick person's bed. 

Mere are mony mela@ies in thic mountain region, and as 
there io only one elderly deter in thie particuler county, 
mocca eff ie r, One elderly aide delivers the 
bebies; che ie called a *gremy wormen", The drosfiful cye 
aisesee, Trachom, is mite prevelent in the hills. Recent’ 
ly en appropriation war nate to help combet this Cinease in 
Kentucky, tut I doubt if help penetrates as for eo this geo- 
tion of the mountains, ‘The nourtein chiléren take little 
notice of hurts, being estoieel in nature., Also, mony tince 
the parents of large families are go preeoceupiod with the 
memy ceres end chores of living that they pey little at ten- 
tim to minor karte and wennde that become so ecvily infect — 
of in this regi. For this reason Large mountain sores ere 
commen, The stock remedy ic ao fat meat powlties" or a 
“breed and milk poultiee". (dee the story, untere of 
Merah" .) 

There is a streak of etabbormness bred into the boys 
ema girle end nen end women of the moumteins. They mot 
noceseorily possc]es an unusual “stick+to-it-iveness" to com 
dat rough, ctoemy elde end plow 1nd thet sete om edge, 
with a etubbern mule thet har to be guided with the volee; 
when half the time he hae to de telow the plow to keep the 


Could tell in minute detedl how they mate corn licuer. He 
wee elweye irritete’ when I referred to the foot-hills as 
Dcr tand. "Wy, these ain't mounttinet* he would protest; 
*theyts jiet plain olf billie," Im spite of hic temper and 
feults, he ha good cuslities, poosecsing a high tener voice 
thet fitted perfectly the od Inclich Bellede thet he leved 
to sing. e of the girle would cherd om the olf een er- 
em end he would sing, "Berbera Allen" perfectly. 

hen it ¢omes to money matters, the mounteimecre sre 
neural suspicious of onete intentions. They often drive 
possessions often une their positions ac a nene of celfich- 
ly s@vencing themaclves instent ef being ones chant the 
whom we would expect to be leaders, are often an implacable 
as the poorest of the poor in their matures. But perhaps, 
that is true of bunen netare in general. {See the cry. 
“Moctin' Mouse Fen@".) Alone with these traite of cheracter, 
we should include the nounteincer's trait of refusing co 
testify ait enyone, cll sticking together, right or 
wrong, pertly beeanse of fonr and partly because of traten 
ent treining. (See the story, reo the Victer*.) The dbe« 
servers never consider that they become “aceonplieces te the 
crime” if they do net report the ease to officials. (See the 


story, “Heetin' House unn“, Also, mother iter thet pre- 
veils ic - "It's oll right, just so you don't get cenght.* 
fhe crime ic in being caught an? gent te 3041. Very often 
they etuty the Lew in order to sec bow te evaie it - or to 
see how to “best” the other fellow, momatter if it ic by 
trickery, (Bee the story, "To the Vieter",) 


the olf Shekespeareen promunciation of "besetes, notes, 
pastes, end vestes or vestes” wen cuite commen for the vors 
“beaste, nest, posts, and verte". hey etill pereist; oven 
to of my high school students elweye promomeocd „bene tes as 
engsten. It wae so qusint thet I fear I wae not @ilicent 
in trying to correct then. the wort "pleaded" for “epotted" 
ie eleo dates from the time of Shekenpesare, 

Ferther back from the viewpoint of tine, eother word 
thet hee persisted in preserving iteslf te the word "hit", 
unos inctend of end altermstoly with "1t". "Rit" was per 
Pectly good Mglich in the tine of Tyndale in the sisrteenth 
century ec he used “hit for "it" in hie trenslation of the 
Bible. Me people in the mountain region seem to use "hit" 
end "4t" interchengesbly as it suite their fenoy + or per- 
hape whichever term 1 mere ecelly pronounced. Prom my ob- 


servation, they use "2%" en an elicion of "hit"; for they 
pronounce "it" very dictinetly. Moet ers ususlly 
elide "it* te ut. or oimply * 

at first I could find no explenation for the word *gin* 
with a soft , used in thin ecetion of the foot-hill e- 
try instes? of “ehore", ond the expression g tround" 
meening “choring areuni". then I dieeovered the werd “cin® 
in the Bible, meeming tre. Se toubt, trapping or viel- 
Ang traps wee e very definite pert of the chores in Renee - 
ing times; therefore, “cimming" came to be used for tre- 
ping, and the werd "gin" beesme eetebliched in their minis 
with chares ani has teen hanfet Gown by word of neu ever 
since the eorliest settlements in smerten. 

The term Men Tide", used to éesignate a feed or high 
waters her undoubtedly been carried dem in the vocabulary 
of these mountain folk fron the time when their forefathers 
liveé neer the ocean either in this country or in Mcleod, 
The originel mening of “ercek” te an inlet in the cen; it 
40 pronounced in thie seetion of the footehilie en ereck“ 
with the Ing *e" sound end net eric ac in Southern In- 
éfene oni other states, It wae perfectly proper in a 
te cell the high waters in the inlet of the dea a “high tite 
beeonse that ic just whet it was. This, to mo, in the ane 
poscible explemation of thie “yhilologics!l curiosity". 


18 


the terne "“holp" and alpen“ for help may have per- 
sisteé from the time of Chaucer. The older people use these 
terms very consistently although the younger ones who have 
attended Hission School or other high schools heve it train- 
ed out of them, but they will almost invariably elide “help” 
to "he'p". “Chancet™ for "chenece" and "oneet” for "once" 
are duo cther early American Gialect forms. The use of 
“wonderful” inetesd of “very” + ast "fhe room was wonderful 
dirty” - surely must be a oerry-over from the seventeenth 
century, used in the sense of enough to excite surprise". 

Tuo other old forms are found in the worde @ispleasure” 
and "@isremember". ‘These are used ae verb forms in a neg- 
ative sense, 

Lend of the dialect forms are merely mis prommeiatiom 
but they are important enough to be mentioned from the fact 
thet their spelling has been effected by the persistent nie- 
prouunciation. They insist on spelling “window” as "winder" 
beesuse thet is the wey it is pronounced. 

At the close of each story is en annotated list of un- 
ustel expressions or vorde that ere used in the stories. 
Altemative expressions are also listed. Meny of the Me- 
pronunciations are not listed es the pases would be over- 
loséed with numbers. A complete alphabetical list of dia- 
lect forms, however, is placed at the end of the book for 


the words end even substitute different words to convey the 
bene meaning. 

Perhaps it would be eacher for the teachers in the le- 
aten school if they could use the sountein vernecular in 
teaching; for sometines, it is difficult te use verde of the 
right comotation for the nounteaineer children es their c- 
perienes with the cuteide world 10 80 limited. some of then 
hove never been te a real oem. It ie almost impossible to 
tench georrayhy de some, che teacher ma patiently trying 
to locate the ecuntry of Holland for her clace, telling them 
it wes arme the Atlantic Con, near Frenee, ete. tne 
Iittle doy eld eioguetedly, “Tell us, Teacher, 40 hit yp 
ur m The only phraseology that he understood in re- 

Very often + in fact, most of the time, I felt thet 2 
wep in c echool room, learning nete of tesching. 1 en- 
tereé into the lives of the people so imtencely that I coulé 
never cheke off the focling that 1 was an deter in a érena, 
the other setors of which were utterly oblivicus of anything 
wmeucl heppening. Then whee it war all ever, and I Ater- 
ally stepped from thet ctege back inte the “eivilise’” gur 
roundings to which 1 bed been ecoustemed for yeare, it tock 


I wonder thet might have happened het I stayed for a 
longer period of time. would all have seemod as coumenplace 
at it 644 to the natives of thet Attie seetion of ereck- 
eountry in the feetehille of the Appalachains? Yerbaps, I, 
of pole vent bumping dowmeereek over rocks after the last- 
terpendin over oar heads to protect ue from the rain kept m 
From enjoying the secnery. Seid she, , they bend no- 
thin! to look at Jet gone ole ler trees.“ 

Bat to me come memories of the white, cone=cheaped 
ene of bloom om the "Buckeyes", resplendent against 
eniume, blectberry Dloseons, an nounteim honeysuckle; and 
the ate nestling im the gulehes, 412 these treasures and 
mony more are locked in menory's stereshouse alen¢e with the 
Willow thickets which I lest sew on ny exit from the foot+ 
111 country. 


cheap then vedi, yuh puma *Oeali*pat”” Taste atte 
fiery tones forebotet evil, “Drap ‘em, I sen, bother side 
the garden gate! 

I het tated with oy band on the unloading lever of the 
truck, stering into unfriendly eyes at the other end of the 
shotgun. Unele Jefi's face wes a brick-red end he we 

"Best be quidk, Bose,” werneé my helper, Buel Pryce. 
"Cain’t trast hie trigger finger whin he's on a ranpage," 

By feere were confirmed. Unele Je@'s threats "agin 
the cov'mint" were being tremslated into section now thet 
the rock for the new road wee being howled in. My fre- 
qaent chats with ban at hie well eur bad revealed intense 
oppo tien to the building of the goverment road up me 
volley. The crucial time for my desling with him hed ar- 
rived. I was prepared to fo so by strategy rather than 
euthority, Leer ing thet teking him to 341 so secon after 

*O.K., Buck, I"21 dump the rock, I declered loutly 
for Unele Jede benefit. "Go bask end tell them to holt 
off with thet accent truck lool," 


„21 cnload, Uncle get," I promised an he still held 
the bead on me, “bet first, I want to get a drink of that 
good well vater. I"ve been thinking about it el norning.“ 
I fleshed hin ay frien@liest ende ae I jumped fron the 
truck. . 

"Darn «« ifen yuh didn’t wur fur the gownint, I'd 
coll yer my friend. Drink all yuh went, sen. Time wor 
whin I could a-offered yuh a Grink with some strength to 
hit. Then Gage we uate our oun nan £26 the rerence- 
eres; „% Re Fondled Me olf chotem, ‘én’ 
we kin wer egin even ef ali the oldume thet stood cheulder 
to shoulder fur cur richte is dead en’ buried n the 
venue is too zahler to take a stand agin the gow'nint 
men. Momy's the time wo fooled en 

Unele Jed was now breathing more easily, but he 8411 
clung foggediy to his gun an if on quara. Realising Sine 
wos my mont veluable asset in fesling with Unele Jed, 1 
urged hin on, wondering if he inclufied me with the men he 
het ovtritted., 

"Yel, the cov'nint uster gend revenocers out hyer in 
the hille to keteh us stilling," relate’ Uncle Jed with 
gusto “but by eracky, they mever dener. I ricollect one 
purty close onli. Prudy n me hei the 8411 goin’ full- 
blast out in the ol! smokehouse win Pete, our leastun 4 
who wuz fishin’ dow-creek rumed in to warn us. 


Douce water on the Fire, I telle Drug. rote, cit 
Hemmer to mec up the ridge an cire three ens on the 
comhorm. Trudy, dom't fergit to make a etir "bout me hey 
in’ yuh with the meat. 11 tend to the revenocer,.' 

With thet, I eenters dem to the bernlot by the creck, 
enn! the pige «- Be- geo-. Then I elle the 
cows, "Ke-beseie: Ko~bossiel! nnn. 
ne ‘eeise we never wneted com on no emimels lessen a re- 
waz shout. The pige most gina y lived on the 
mest an' the cows pestere? on the hilisites, 

Wel, up comes the strancer. 

T gee, yore a men of binnen, soz he, 

"Yep, rechen so,* ser I. 

‘Hearea yuh raised a lot ur corn,’ ser he. 

Becken hit tekes e pnesel to feed these hyer rooterst* 
son I. 

*Heere® yuh sold milk im uga, “ den he, vickin' up one 
by the barn, tekin* out the cork, en’ aneniffin’ at nit, 
Whut Jia wr milk d yah selitt 

"Ser M. I onewers. ‘We likes hit strong run 
hyer.* 

Wel, thet revencoer ecet he wrd gittin' nowher 
talkin’; so he sterte lockin' ‘rout. | 

Amte thet amcke doin’, comin’ frum thet shea?’ he 


inquires suspicious-like, 

Jist then, Prudy sterts yellin' «-- "Jedi! th, Jeé-i- 
a@i-ch, come hyer an he'p me smoke these hans! mat woz 
oncet I waz gled to hear her voice. 

*Shet up, I hollers. I got company.' 

ch, thet's all right; go right ahead en! he'p her, 
sez he, stertin' torard thet stillhouse. 

Pur a minute I wie stumped. Then Hamner let loose 
with thet cowhorm up on the p'int uv the ridge. How hit 
bellered thet dey! The wind waz jist right to carry hit 
plein, 

"Come on, sez I. ‘Some person's in trouble, shore 
uz you're borned. They needs us wouser’n Prudy.' 

I tore out up the holler, thet revenooer keepin’ at 
my heels. ‘hin we got a safe distance amy, I drapped on 
a log, en“ we both puffed an“ blowed. 

When I ketched my breath, I sez, Im efeered I mate a 
misteke. How many times did that thing beller?' 

"Three tines, sez he, with a leetle sep'rate note at 
the end.’ 

Dallburn it!' sex I. met meane they found the hoss 
thet wuc lost up to Wildmen's. I thought hit war four calls 
em thet d meem - Come to oncet.' 

*I'm glad hit warn't four, fur I need yore holp myse'f 


in a ded wey,' sez the gov'’mint man, Kinde sly. ‘As man to 
men, kin yuh tell me how to make licker?‘ 

chere, I answers. Ant no mam~person in these Wer 
hills but knows how to meke hat. 

"Is thet sol sez he, su'prizei-like. 

rep, we got a neighborhood still. 1 uses hit fur a 
spell; then my brother Tim, he runs it; then he passes hit 
on to Hess; Toby takes his turn to stillin’ next; an' then 
Moxy --~ Trouble is - they don't elius takes their om turn, 
Sonetines, 17 rem fur a drink, tut whin I goes to run 
thet still, it ain't char. 

"Do yuh have it now?' he exed eager-like. ‘I'd like to 
see hit work. 

Shore I do lessen some reseal's borrer’d Mt. 
Foller ne, sez I raisin' up em’ gittin' my wind fur a long 
rom.” 

Unele Jed laid his gun dom om the welleurb, laughing 
heartily. mund never reckon thar waz sich a born-fool om 
yarth; now, would ye, a-thinkin' I'd show him ovr still! * 

The thought that T, too, might be a “born-fool" in ny 
method of dealing with Uncle Jed flashed through my con- 
scioummess. However, my interest in his story ws too creat 
to interrupt him then; besides, he'd be more plicble after 
a good laugh. My appeal was formulated in my mind; ell I 


Si Ma Sia 


Rad to do ws to avait on opening to present it. 

nee Jede cheeks became finghe? ae he proeesiel. 

T shore led thet revencoer a wild«ceess cheee, in ant 
out one holler atter "nother; up he hill emt dow tother: 
in cireles, over lors an“ tresh, fu. windin' up at a 
i shed fie up fur jist sich a tine. 

Get to be racl keerful n cent these wer cov'mint 
nen, I whiepere’, en“ he esceme® tiekie® pink, Uv course, 
whim I opened the door, the check ws empty, | 

J ur I thought, ser I «= "het meskin’ Hen 
boy thet cant git enough Acker d taken hit. Come ansre 
gotta fink him,’ T polled, startin’ off agin @oudle-quick. - 

fo make e long story short, us my mamey unter say, 1 
ep’ thet revencoer chene fram ane planes to ‘nother -« 
an' alu mary perten bed thet gta. i. I seed he 
hat enough, bt I vu gon“ to pot the fwichin teches om, 

*Stranger,* cen I, ‘mighty sorry I cant show yuh how 
te make licker, tut Wen yuh went a drunk, 1°11 teke yer up 
to Memfy's; she gelle Moonshine. 

Whin we renehes Mendy's, she vun aottin' on her bed; 
wa'n't no cheer die enough to hold her, She offers the 
otranger © rink frum the jugs under her bed. They 's 
painted white om the outside to lock like they hod milk in 
‘em, Then the revenooer done ut we wemted him to do 
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He arreste Handy. 

"Ald wight," Mendy A go to Jat? with yer iten 
yuh'll help me offen this hyer bed.“ 

Wal, sirce, thet revenoser tugged em“ pulled an’ heaved 
till he fin'liy eite Mendy to her feet. Then she Iumbers 
to the door, a«mekin'’ the planks squedk with every step. I 
wisht yuh covlé a cee the lock om thet feller's face n 
he Ciscivers they's ne wy to punk er pull Hande through 
thet drt hit wor jiet netehally too narrer fur her. e 
wus so wore out, he cive up. 

"Looks like a leetle whopped dog, ses mn un he c- 
added dom the hillside. ler leugh shore shook thet o- 
bin, We never seed thet gov'mint feller agin --" 

Unele qed pemsed. The chance to test my powers of ver- 
suesion on Uncle Jed had arrived. But I waited a split g- 
oma too long. My ear caught the roar of a noter. 

„ona the boys heve disobeyed orfers about thet second 
truck lost of rocki* I wen ere. 

"“Ghat's thet?” Unele dedte keen ear had alee éiscernel 
the sount, He clutched his gun. 

"Hold om, Uncle od, I we got to talk to you «-«" I 
interposed... 

"He tine now, Son, Them ther cov'mint fellere "2 en- 
am’ ter teke rock ‘orons my garden pateh -~ an’ they ain't 


got no right. I paid fur this hyer place, ent hit's mine, 
Betay n me is gonter stand acin en to the last ditch jist 
like the hull neighborhood uster. We'll chow ven. u 

With a wilt look, he ruched dom the garden path mech 
too swiftly for his age end strength towards what he thought 
wes a new truck load of enemies. I heard him shout, "Come 
on, ye lousy louts “ 

Then an airplane motor droned overhee?, That was what 
we hed heard instead of the second truck. 

"Thank God," I breathed as I pursued him, T1 have 
a chance yet to inflmence his actions," 

Ms heart must have foiled him; for I sew him stagger 
at the gate, then recover himself, end point olf Betsy 
directly at the empty driver's seat of my truck. There wes 
@ loud report. 1 ey OO 

"We got "em, Son. de got enen Then he sonk to the 
ground. 

Even before I reached his side, I mew thet Uncle Jed 
hed taken his lest stand agin the gowinintu. 


lecstum = youngest Sas 
5. * ef, knowell + knew; eatched - caught, ete.) 
7. mest nuts that fall from, the Miekery, Waluut, Beech, 


(A fovorite sake : 
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11. sen ue 
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WATERS OF BARAH 


"They could not drink the waters of Merah, for they 
were bitter.” Exodus 15:23 

Lizzie Norich of Bear Branch, noted for her fiery 
temper, tall, spare, and red-haired, stood near the door 
of the “lean=to” kitchen, buttoning the heavy overcoat up 
do her chin. Her rasping voice out the air as she turned 
with a jerk to poke another etick of wood into the firebox 
of the range and adjust a dampers. 

"You two younguns quit — atin hurry with 
them ta ters, Iren Chan“ er ever gite back with the corn 
meel, we'll went supper. I gotta milk now. Tore pappy 
said he'd be back, come sundown, but he ain't. Fool- trip 
over to the Mission anyways." 

The metallic Wang of Ligzzie's volee utterly silenced 
the girlish chatter. But Wary Lou's eyes still elowed 
star-like, and Sarah's legs were rhythmic pendulums under 
the table as they hurried with the peeling. 

The chill wind invaded the entire room with the open- 
ing of the door. Lizzie slammed it ee quickly ae she had 


opened ite 
“Heckon I'll have to go outen the front door. Hary 


Lou, yuh Kin fry them ta ters an“ cut the side~meat fur the 


skillet. I won't be gone no longer than hit takes to pull 
down the fodder from the barnloft, an! milk, Sarah, mind 
the ‘niin. a ifen Chan“ er comes in, send him down to 
boty's to git a mite more lamp oil. Tore pappy started 
bout two this mornin’ to walk over to the Hission; so he 
taken the lantern.” 

With the ol ick of the leteh, Sarah fairly bounced to 
the opposite side of the table, ina twinkling she wes up 
on the rude bench, pointing to the picture of à doll on a 
page of a catalogue pasted on the wall along with nens 
papers and Gundey school quarterlies that served as wali- 
paper for the kitchen. 

„H tee that one, I want fur Chris'mus, Wary Lou, ‘See, 
the one with the curly = an“ the pink dress, al, I 
wouldn't be diepleasured ifen her dress vun! t so purty, 
but her hair or ta be 311 golden an“ curly jist like tha t.“ 
Sarah flung back her own stringy dark hair from her fore~ 
head so that she could peer more intently at the picture 
of the eoveted doll in the fast~darkening room. 

Sarah.“ Mary Lou's voiee was like the soft wind 
whiepering in the pines, ed better not talk "bout that 
pley~dolly anymore, leastways, not whin Eon kin hear us. 

The glow from the fire that Mary Lou was stirring re- 
vealed a double-hunger in her immature, pinched face; for 


it told of frustrated longings and a patient acceptance 
of her role as “little mother" to the younger ones while 
Lizele took her share of the outdoor . 

“But, Mary Lou, hin I eat, 1 purely enjoy looking 
into her eyes; hit seems like she's a-talkin' to ne. I'm 
skeered 1 eain't hold my tongue." Sarah's voice quivered. 

wary Lou let the heavy iron skillet clatter to the 
stove. “I'm giving’ yuh warnin’ fur yer own good, . 
Hit'd pleasure Mom to paste a piece uv writin’ ur a poke 
on top uv that doll-picture ao. keep gabbin’ bout ite 
Yuh don't keer fur her to apile yore play*dolly; do yuh?" 

, no.“ Sarah rubbed her greasy checked<-flennel 
ares with moist hands, “Nol” Fr icht choked her voices 
“You don't reckon she'd do hit --" 

"Shore uz yore borned, she woulde Sarah, you dis- 
remember how liom tore up Cham'er's airplane ‘casen he 
Stopped hoein’ corn to fly hit, an! how she said she'd 
war him out with a 1 he made ary other un. 
ant maybe you 1 she hung my play~doliy on 
& nail so high 1 couldn't sig. hate an“ how I broke her 
hin 1 tried to git her a-loose." A note of bitterness 
orept into Mary Louts tone. I ean't figger out shut “e 
the matter with Home I *low she don't oven know hit's 
eittin' slos't to Chris'mus." 

“Shore, she knows hit, Mary Lou, Whin vel z down to 


the store jist tother day, she took set uv the fire 
cracker sign ant! pooched out her lip, an’ said kinda 
plegued-like, ‘Hyer tie most Chris'mus time agin, ‘An’ 
then her face got as red us fire. 

"But we don't dast say ary thing ‘bout Chris“ nus nur 
‘bout thet pley-dolly. Tell yuh whut, Sarah,” Bary Lou 
eontinued in a comforting wave “let's weit till our heads 
is hid under the counterpin tonight, 'n then we kin whie~ 
per bout yore pley- dolly.“ 

Dess ie Lee, the baby, whimpered as Mary Lou cut the 
last thick slice of side-meat and hung the remaining chunk 
on the hook back of the range, a device for keeping it safe 
from the rate. Both the girle raced for the baby's erib 
by the fireplace in the front rocm. As was the cese in 
most mountain homes, the baby was the center of attraction 
when she was awakes Thais time Mary Lou reached the baby 
first. 

“Better crewl under the porch, Sarah, an“ feteh a 
ehunk uv coal fur the grate,” admonished the elder. ‘the 
fire's pret akin eins ant Hon 11 cut a 8 she 
wante to wash Dessie Lee n You'd holp her by 
settin' the box of baby clothes on the per to werm 

„% dreadful cold to ring a ring atter thet coal, 
Kery Lou, protested Sarah indignantly. “Mom said fur me 


to mind Dessie Lee an! I'm goin’ to have the sweet leetie 
ole . I git back,.“ 

| The split-bottom chair that Mery Lou was using in lieu 
of a rocker was low end loose from constant use. It lent 
iteelf admirably to the rocking movement, responding with 

a “bunka~bunka* noise as the front and baek legs alternately 
hit the floor resoundingly. Dessie Lee seemed to love the 
reecking. Her reddish-brown hair curled like o halo around 
her head in the firelight. 

"Bless hit's leetle heart; Dessie Lee, yore hairs 
shore look like the curls on Mom's leetle dead sister." 
Carrying the baby on one arm, Mary Lou took down from the 
mantel tre glasc-covered snapshot of a bowr-made eclfia 
containing a wax-like figure. She held it eloze to the 
fire in order to see again her Aunt Norah whom she wished 
might have lived. fhe girl with the eager face beside the 
eoffin was her mother. Wary Lou sighed. “I ricollect 
encet, Dessie Lee, how Mom showed me a bunch uv yaller 
eurls thet her mammy hed cut offen Ant Norah's head. She 
looks like -~* 

A sudden squeal from near the front poreh caused Hary 
Lou to replace the picture on the mantel quickly. Sarah, 
take yorese'f outen thet poreh!" She smelt burning po ta toes 
“Sereht" she shouted as she dashed to the stove still 


holding the diminutive Dessie Lee. Ina tohing « darkened 
dishrag to life the cover, she stirred the potatoes vigor= 
ously with a battered fork. The cold was ereeping in 
through the eracks of the board walls, 8 

hat Sarah's na teh 11 got her foot catehed ain 
comin’ up them stump Steps.“ Mary Lou hastened to cuddle 
the baby down in the cribs “Don't ery, Dessic Lee. 


Sister's got to Rep Sarah.“ 
* * N * * * * see 


4 Lisale entered the low-esilinged kitchen with her 
bucket of steaming milk during a lull in the storm, she 
was tired, cold, and frankly irriteted. She emelt burning 
po ta toes; the baby was crying; and no one was to be seen 
except the cat that was trying to reach the cut meat in 
the skillet. 

“Them keerless youngunsi I wisht 1 gould meke two 
outen myself. The Law sakes] The gra te fire's plumb 
petered ee The baby*ll ketoh cold. Hush up, Dessie Lea” 
Ligzie fumbled with the buttons of her cost as she called, 
“Oh, Mery Loui Sara hut in tarnation's become uv then 
gals?” 

She opened the door of the Lean- to“ bedroom, but only 
an icy breath of air greeted her, reminding her that she 
must da ten the cans of fruit put in the bedding box to 


prevent their freezing. Warming her hands, preperatory 
to taking the baby, Lie felt more like weakening than 
she hed for many a monthe Her physical strength was at a 
low ebb, She was tired of holding the managing reins thet 
her easy-going husband had long ago relinquished to her, 
but she didn’t dere give them up» As a young woman, Lizzie 
head been lively and “jealous” to get along. Her bitter dis 
appointment in not being able to realize her ambition with 
Henry had caused her to encase her feelings in flint-iron 
thet gave off sparks 1f struck. She was now handicapped 
by a rapidly developing goiter that affected her in such 
a way that she could not be cal. It had alehemized her 
fey, laughing voice of youth into this metallic resp. 
Dead hope had engulfed her soul in “waters of Merah" un- 
til they were making bitter the lives of those around here 
Yet underneath it all, there was an undercurrent of long 
ing she sould not fathoms 

"I wisht I didn't keer so ‘bout the youngunes" she 
muttered to herself as she took the ohild in her arma. 
“Bless hits leetle bones I or ta bathe yuh now, Lover.“ 
This process always brought LLzzie a derived pleasure; for 
to her, a leughing, well-fed baby in a elean bed epitomized 
her “lost dreams". 


Her ears caught a murmur of voices down the branch 


paths Lizzie shock herself mentally ~ "Time to get things 
moving for supper". No matter what the task vas at hand, 
she never wanted her children to go hungry. The lateh was 
soon lifted, and Rags, the new dog, bounded in followed 
by Henry with the two girls clinging to his arms. They 
never did that way with here Irritation took possession of 
Lissiee 

"Got baek; did yuh? Most give ye out a-comin’, 
Cha'mer ain't got beek frum mili; don't know whut he sims 
fur us to use fur bread tonighte Mary Lou, vateh them 
ta ters, Sarah, quit yore snivelin'. I declare; looks like 
yuh'd be glad yore pap’s back, Come hyer ant take Dessie 
Lee." 

Ligeie did not notice how sarah winced aa she eat 
down in the chair; she wes too much engrosseii with the de- 
layed supper. The look of anticipation on Henry's face, 
as of one who has been in a far country and whose mind is 
filled with new wonders, gradually faded. He dropped one 
lerge mek to the floor and handed Liggie the meal bag that 
was always replenished on Saturday Ge 2 panned the meal up 
frum Nammy's, Ligele. Chan“ erte bin Finnin!“ around down 
thar tonight on "count a sick hose 

The soowl on Liszie’s face deepened. lues sonethin“ 
happenin’ to take Cha'mer whin we need hin hyer to hanes 
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Iren yore no='count, sorry brother d quit runnin’ n 
She moved into the kitehen with a jerk, finishing her on- 
pleint to Mery Lou who worked in silence, straining the 
milk and then sifting the meal into a large oval, wooden 
mixing bowl for the evening“ s breads 

With a great sigh of weariness Henry sank down on the 
bench by the fire~plece. The old, baffled, crushed=-down 
look had completely supplanted the eager one of a few 
minutes previous. 

Sarah looked at her father through tears. “Pappy, 
air yuh kinda wore out?" 

“Reeckon I be a leetle grain e peated Renry. 
He never expected any sympathy but vas always ready to 
give it to his children. hut yuh feelin! so bad about, 
Sary ?“ 

“I hurt my ankle whin I'se tryin’ to pack a chunk uv 
coal frum way back under the porch." 

“Concern it ell! That's too bad, Sugar,” Henry con~ 
soled here “Want I should tell yuh dout whut I seed over 
to the Mission today? Wal, I wus right well tickled to 
eit thar jist us they's eatin’ breakfast in à room bout 
as big as this whole cabin. Then whilst I wuz gittin’ 
warm by the kitehen stove, I ketched a sight uv the room 
whar the leastuns has their n, inuih whut ye 
reckon? I seed two boxes UV play-dollies, biguns too; 
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pret nigh like the pie ture uv the . the wall in 
the kitchen.” 

“Seh, Pappy!" Sarah placed a still grimy finger to 
her lips. "Donteha reckon yuh'd better hunt fur that chunk 
uv coal 1 lost out yander by the steps? Looket the fire.” 

"thy, shore, Sis; 111 foteh a sack yes frum the 
shed though 1 don’t feel much work-brickle. I thought 
yuh'd be pleaeured to hear "bout the pley-doll ies.“ 

Sareh visualized the doll that must be in the sack 
on the floor as she held the baby and unconsciously listen=- 
ed to the scraping and stirring in the kitohen. “hen 
Henry came in with the sack of coal, she smiled up at hime 

"You look like Santy Claus “s picture, Pappy," she 
suggested bashfully. “Whut yuh got in yore peck?" 

"I'm too tared out to feol like Santy, but 1 done 
canes’ obaial fur yore mom an’ all uv yuh in the bag on 
the floor, Reckon yuh kin all go to Sunday School to- 
morrer «thet is, ifen yore mom says so.” 

“An' see Miss Orphal" Sarah's eyes shone. “Reckon 
yuh kin go too, Dessie Lee, ifen yore a pretty wn 

Liagie's voice from the kitchen broke in -=-"Better 
ye be e~washin’, Mkr. Norich. Yuh mought be hongry atter 
sich a long fool trip.” 

“Ireckon 1 won?t hev to eat with a 'coming stomach", 40 
Liazie, but the folke to the Mission wropped me up a snack 


to eat afore 1 started beck. ‘They wuz some light bread 
but hit warnt store bread. Keckon they got a fair en 
over thar.” 

„Corn pone's good enough fur us~ that is, ifen yuh 
ever git ready to eat hit. — Lou, pour some milk fur. 
Sarah not thet; hitte blinky. Wer, Sarah, hand me the 
baby. The taters is scorched, but I ain't be Mer a- 
cookin’ ant out milkin' at the same bine.“ 

“Now, Liazle, I'm most ellus home at chore tints 
You won't mind whin yuh see yore brought~on coat.” 

“Time enough to burst the beg atter suppere Set. 
down, Sarah. 

"Hit wuz shore enough a fect whut the Sundey School 
missionary said ‘bout their goods,” Henry volunteered as 
he sat on a bench under the few panes of glass supplement- 
ed by rage and tin that served as 6 window, “You kin git 
ary thing yuh need over thar. Tekes right smart spell to 
walk it thoughe Mud's deep down to Nigger Branch this 
time uv year: most gin 11 froze up. ‘Turkey Hidge 's uz 
‘ick es * lightnin' on 'count so such rainin'. 

Do yuh ricollect, Sand Ridge, Gerah? They seid a wild 
eet jumped on the beck uv the teacher ¢s she wie ridin’ up 
the p'int uv the 8 clawed her dreadful afore she 
could git holp. “ 


In the excitenent Sarah had forgotten to look at the 
beloved Goll. “Not Miss Orphat” she gasped. 

“Wo, & new teacher over thar fur the Free School. 

She didn't know whut to do. It jumped frum a tree — : 
her shoulders. Don’t know whut she would a done ifen ie 
Hollen hadn't happened along an“ poked the whelp off an“ 
shot it.” 

The girle sat motionless with eyes wide open. Their 
trance-like gaze was broken by Lizgzie's racuous voices 
"See thar, I told yuh gals not to be fool in! ‘round up 
thar on the pint atter sundown; thet's whin the wild cate 
11 git yuhe Mary Lou, whyn't yuh eatin’? Cain't live on 
the wind. An“ I declere, Sarah, yuh ain't et a bite.” 

With flushed faces the girls resumed eating while 
Lizzie turned to her husband. Mary Lou axed to climb up 
to the p* int uv the ridge this evenin' to git some holly 
to decorate with “jist like yuh could e eeiliie 01 
walls with the paper all chawed up by the oan W rates 
Seems like Doty could e fixed this sorry cabin so hit 
wouldn't leak thie winter. He in Tillie fixes their roof 
an! wallpepers their own houses. We pay ‘em rent enouch 
fur @ leetie fixin’.* 

"Yuh don’t understand, Mom,” interposed Wary Lou in a 
pained tone. "J wanted to git the holly fur our Sunday 
School missionary." 


“Thar yuh go allus wantin’ to give ‘em somepin; in 
the summer, ellus getherin“ 1 ‘em. but do 
yuh think you'll git out uv doin’ things like thet? They 
kin talk s lot, but jist whut they doin’ to he’p us pore 
ro“ ks?" 

"Reokon yuh'll change yore uind, Liazie, min yuh see 
whet a budget u things 1 got over ther with Chatmer's 
money. Hit's real brought*on stuff, too; though uv course 
fur thet price hits not new.” Henry rose to go back to 
the grate fire in the front room thet also served as the 
ma in bedroom. Liasie reluctantly gave up her pleint. 

“ary Lou, poke a etick of wood in the steve to heat 
the dish water. Fut hit in the dish pan. I want the water 
in the kittle to wash the baby.“ 

Sarah I inped behind her mother; she shivered « little 
as she stepped up into the main part of the cabin. Her 
ankle was stiff now, but it didn't hurt if she sat still. 
She perched on the edge of the bed where she could watch 
every move made by Henry who had the bag on the beds 

"Hyer, 1711 jist dump hit all on the bed; ‘reckon 
hit's all wrinkled by now, but 1 hed to press hit tight to 
eit hit all ine” Henry untied the mouth of the burlap sack 
All wee silence exeept the wind tesring at the loose, hand- 
hewn shingles. Both Sareh and Wary Lou were wetehing wi th 
anxious expectancy for a doll to come forth with the clothes, 


"Let ne, interjected Liazie after laying the sleep- 
ing beby in her er ib. "Roll the sack back, Mary Lou, on 
that side. «~fhari-~- Wal, yuh did git me a coat -fust one 
fur ten year. Ce in' t say uz I like the color, but hit'ts 
warm-lookin',* 

“Put it on, Mom, please, That green color's pretti« 
fel" sighed Mary Lou. 

“Don?t go so good with red heirs; orte bin brown." 
On vent the coat with the ous tonary jerk, “Bubton's off- 
guess I kin put one on offen the sleeve. How'd yuh ever 
guess my size, Henry?" 

"fhe cook over to the Mission tried hit on.“ ke 
paused. “I'm BES ae like yore coat, Lizzie.” 

Her face hed smoothed out to a remarkeble degree 
while her fingers were pressing the wrinkles from the 
eoat, but not a hint of gratefulness showed in her terse 
tones. St > laa do fur the places I go; maybe wer hit to 
a buryin’ ur two this winter." 

“But susan t we gittin’ the new clothes, so's we kin 
go to Sunday Sehool tomorrer?” Sarah's voice was trenu~ 
lous. I wanted Miss Orpha to see Dessie Lee.” 

"Too fur to . da dy Look hyer, Sery, thar's 
a real good pair uv mittens fur yuh; reckon they'll keep 
yore hands frum choppin' so. Mary Lou, hyer's e sweater 


yuh kin wear on top uv yore dress. it'll keep yuh worm 
whilst yuh work in thet cold kitchen. An' Sarah, hyer's 
a ot jist about yore size. Come an! try hit on- Vhut 
yuh e~settin’ thar fur? Wow, jist stand Still. I'11 
have to hem it up. The fur collar makes hit real snuge 
an’ the dark brown color won't show the dirt. Yhut's the 
matter with yuh; don't yuh like hit?" 

Sereh's lip wae tremblinge she knew wow that there 
was no doll in the sack. 1 wish it'd bin red, or else 
bin a 

“Wel, yuh’ll have to be satisfied. I'm proud of 
this blanket fur Dessie Lee but didnt yuh git nothin 
fur cha“ ner?“ 

"He one a ore ra ther go along next time an' git 
him some britches <-ifen we kin serape up enough corn to 
trade fur en, 

„Lanny Hit's time you's gittin’ to the dishes, 
fiery Loue iz the fire an! help me hang these things on 
the mails om the dora. We gotta git to bed, so's we Kin 
git up early enough to churn. i like fresh butter fur ay 
breakfast. 

„An can't we go to Sunday School, Mom? persisted» 
Sarah. “they're going to give out presents to every 
fomily --". ‘The thought of the two boxes of dolls still 
lingered in her mind. 


*Jist whut do yuh expect to git, Sarah?" Lizzie's 
voice cut trhough the child's consciousness until, off- 
guard, she answered. 

"Hit might be a play~dolly ----" 

"Wal, yuh needn't expect hit theme Shore enouch 
play-dollies don't erow on Chris'mus trees — hyer 
Leas tuays not fur cas N us well dry up an“ go to 
bed; yuh look peaked. II hep Mary Lou with the dishes 
afore I wash Dessie Lee." 

it was bitter cold in the len- to“ bedroom. The 
rough board floor scratched Sareh's feet, but the renewed 
pain in her ankle obliterated all other sensations. In 
the excitement, she hadn't found an opportunity to tell 
her mother of the acefdent, but had borne the pain stoical- 
ly» Now snuggled down in the featherbed, she decided to 
weit and tell Mery Lou when she came to bed. But Fatigue 
claimed its victim; and when Mery Lou retired, the dark- 
ness hid the tear-steined face on the next pillow. 


mee ee eR ath eae 


It was Sunday afternoon. Although the sun wes shine — 
ing, the cold piereed through Mery Lou's brought-on“ 
Sweater as she hurried over the rocks and up the slippery 
bank of Bear Branch, Her progress was slowed when she 


reached the corn=stubble field that wes soft from thawings 
She knew that Lizzie would not want her to go out of her 
Way to get Chalmer at her grandma's, but she felt she 
needed his helps 

Upon entering the dark, smoky cabin, Mary Lou could 
not see her grandmother for an instant, but she hear her 
exelamstion of surprise. 

“Mary Loul What's the matter, Child? Tore plumb out 
uv breathe Set down an’ rest @ mites Cha'tmer went on over 
to the School house, He jist swore yuh*d all go ‘case 
yore maw hed 4 new cont." Molly wiped the last dish with 
the same cloth With which she washed the dishes; she then 
turned to Mary Louse “Now, tell me, Child, who's sick?” 

“Sarah hurt her ankle last night, Grandma, but she 
didn’t tell Mon an’ hit's swelled up somepin fierse to- 
day. Mom put a fat-neat poultice on 1t, but that don't 
do no 60. Ants Grandma, Sarah talks so flighty. She's 
din craving a pley-dolly fur Chris'mus so bad that she 's 
dist "bout sick anyway, an’ Mom's bin so cross with her. 
I'm goin’ over to the Miesionary sunday School now to see 
ifen I kin git her a play-dolly. I come past hyer to At 
Chamer. 1/11 hurry an’ keteh him on the way.” 

“Mary Lou, hit's too late fur yuh to go all that way 
by yorese'f. Then yuh ricolleet lest year how disapptint= 
ed yore maw zus in the present she got. Seems like she 
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orta know that them missionaries gives to seven Sunday 
Schools at Chris'mus time; they can't pleasure every per- 
son. Now, I shore wus proud uv my towel; hit's over on 
the ese oll I*ve never washed hit yit; it's 
Sich a purty pink." 

“Grandaa, Why uus it Mom stomped on the things in the 
yard and tore the books to pieces? I never could under- 
stand bout thet." 

“Mary Lou, yore maw wus a spit-fire gal. I knew hit 
war a mistake fur Henry to take her; they don't team up; 
don't pull together; hit's hard on both uv en, but it's 
the worst on you youngumé. I never talked this way to yuh 
efore, Mery Lou, but you're old enough to know some things. 
I eouldn't figger out either bout that stomping business, 
whether Lizsgie done hit jist to spite Henry ur whether she 
jist had to blow off steam." 

“Hom swore she'd never go to Sunday school again, 
but I kinda think she wanted to go today 'caise she had 
her new cat. I wisht yuh'd go up home, Grandma, and do 
somethin’ fur Sarah." 

"Did yore maw send fur me?” 

"wy, no; I didn’t tell her 1 wuz comin’ down teen” . 

"Then 1 cain't go, dear child, eaisen yore may give 
orders fur me not to ever come on the place but I'd go 


long with yuh to Sunday School ifen I could walk that fur. 
Tell yuh whut I'11 do you jist stay hyer, an! I'll make 
yuh a real nice corn=cob play~dolly fur Sarah, an! you kin 
take it to her." 

"But, Grandma, she wants a real brought-on doll with 
golden curls; an! Sunday School's the only place I know 
whar to git ary one. I shore got to go; thar's the sound 
uv wagon wheels; reckon I kin git a ride.” 

However, Mary Lou did not get the expected ride, for 
the wagon turned off at the Branch; thus it happened that 
Mary Lou was the last one to arrive at the blackened board 
shack, set up on stilts, that served as a schoolroom for 
the Free School. It was now used on Sundays for Free- for- 
. and the Mission Sunday School. Usually out 
in the yard was a crowd of men and boys who seorned to go 
inside unless there was something unusual such as a funeral 
preachin® or a singing sehool or special program. 

This Sunday afternoon Chalmer Norich zas the only one 
outside. He looked disappointed when he saw Mary Lou alone 
"Hi, Mery Lou. Whut's keepin’ the rest? I bin waiting*® 
fur yuk a long tine. I thought fur shore that Hen“ d come 
now she’s got her coat." 

“Sarah hurt her ankle ant! she's 3 oft. 
Ch, Cha’mer, they ls singin’. Have I missed much?" 


“They jist brung up the A Lou, The house's 
. thet I don't know us yuh kin git in, ur 
see ary thing ifen yuh do crowd in to the back. I could 
boost yuh through a winder next to the sidewhill. They're 
los“ t to the a, 

“oh, I'm ‘shamed to do thet, Cha'mer.” Bashfulness 
temporarily overeane her deternina tion. 

*fhen yuh'll have to go homes Hit'’s too cold out hyer 
lessen yuh had on a heavy coat." 

Mary Lou's tenacity of purpose onee more asserted 
itself. "But, Cha'mer one ur ‘tother 's got to be inside 
to git Sarah's presente Yuh know how she's bin hankerin' © 
fur a play-dolly. Do yuh reckon I could git her one?" 

"I hope yuh kin, Mary Lou. Tell yuh what 111 boost 
yuh through =o right up om the pletform; then you'll 
be right clos't to the presente. i reekon I'd better go 
home right away; yuh kin come home along with the Clarks. 
Come on ant let ne he’p you up in the winder.” 

Mary Lou's unusual mode of entrance to a public 
gathering was truly a heroic act in this neighborhood 
where no one was ever allowed to forget an embarrassing 
ineidente The moment in which her feet were trying to 
make contaet with the floor seemed an eternity of time; 
then she felt reassuring arma gently assisting her to the 


floor. Miss Orpha, who had been reading the Christiaas 
Story, had seen her plight and silenced the suppressed 
titters by saying, "Needy ones in Christ's day were even 
let down from the roof into His presences We are here to 
honor this same Christ's birthday today, In His estimation 
there is always room for one more." 

Thus comforted, Mary Lou found herself sitting on a 
stool by en improvised manger in the front of the rooms 
In the hay was a store doll, a large one, almost like the 
one on their kitchen wall, but it had no golden curle under 
the white vell which was wrapped around its head and body. 
Mary Lou gaged and gazed at it with a fascinated look, for- 
getting her embarrassment and the rude remarks of the 
Partin twins. In her eyes came a wistful yearning. This 
doll was to represent the Christ child, she knew not for 
a gift, but perhaps there were others, Then she saw the 
packe ges in the other corner, They were all small; none 
of them were large enough) to conta in a doll such as this 
one, Mary Lou, with downeast eyes, was oblivious to all 
that was being said until suddenly she realiged that Miss 
Orphe was behind her, asking her to rise and expleining 
to the congregation, "We are going to have a little Christ- 
mas tableau. Junella, who was to be Mary, the Mother of 
Christ, has not come; so i'm going to ask Mary Lou to take 
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her place.“ The teacher put a sky~blue robe around Mary 
Lou and e darker blue veil over her head. 

“tr, Brown, our new worker at the Mission will sing 
the "Shepherd's Song!, Then the children here in front 
Will sing the chris mas songs I have taught them.“ 

4 hush fell on the audience, Mary Lou now bent over 
the doll with increased adoration. “Peace on Earth" sang 
the children es their last song, but there was no peace in 
Mery Lou's hear t. 

Men Misa Orpha was saying =~ "As God gave us the 
most preoious gift on Christmas dey, we like to give gif te 
of love and kindness, and also some remembrance for each 
Of youre The gifts are not so costly; however, We have done 
Our best to remember every family in the neighborhood who 
have attended Sunday School during the year.“ 

AS the packages were distributed, Mary Lou's heart 
contracted. There were no dolle this year. Surely her 
father hed not been nie taken about the dolls he had seen. 
Perhaps someone else at the Mission got them. well if 80, 
then she didn't want anything. She felt all tight inside 
"Two boxes full} she thought bitterly and they couldn't 
have one doll.“ Suddenly she felt afraid of herself, 
afreid 1f Miss Orpha gave her e package with a towel in it 
and some scrap books that she would throw them on the floor 


and stemp on them as her mother had done the Christmas be- 
fore. “She. couldn't’ She wouldn't be like her mother! 
Miss Orpha had been so kind and here she was still wearing 
the beautiful robe, representing the Mother of Christ.” 
Something snapped, it seemed inside of her; all rebellion 
fled, and the hot, scalding tears fell on the edge of the 
MANETs 

Ho one noticed Mary Lou, for the assembly broke up in 
Visiting as the presents were given out, and she tas sur- 
rounded by unheeding folks. Nothing remained for her but 
to go the way she bad come. Laying the robe and veil over 
the manger with a little caress, she wriggled through the 
Windew by means of the stool, glad that she was not hamper- 
e& with e package. She didn’t want to see anyone; her one 
idea was to escape the notice of the groups of laughing, 
talking folks that were seattering in every direction up 
and down the creeks and over the hille. There was consider- 
able haste as no one wished to be out after dark, Already 
the dense shadows were stalking thfough the valleys cager 
to oap ture the last rays of the sun on the hichest mountain, 
Mary Lou ran towards a huge boulder and erouched behind it; 
she felt that she just couldn't go home with the Clarks, 
Besides, there was no reason to hurry now “no present to 
take. 


Mary Lou could see no one on the path as she started 
to pull her benumbed figure towards home. The mud seemed 
deeper than when she came, and the fog from Clear Creek 
enveloped her in the seni~darkness, chilling every fiber 
of her being and confusing her. she must wateh carefully 
for the path where the streams forked, or she would lose 
her way. Though ts of the wildcat that had jumped on the 
teacher's back spurred her tired feet as she plowed through 
the sloppy trail cut deep with the mules' tracks. 

Surely it was time that she was approaching the old 
deserted cabin where the trail dipped, but the path was not 
going down; it wes mounting higher Gli the Une, Mary Lou 
stopped, suddenly real izing thet she was lost. What trail 
bad she taken? If she were going up Lost Bountin, there 
were no houses until she descended to Nigger Branch; then 
she'd be farther from home than she was from the school 
house. if this were the trail w the Hission, then she 
was going in the opposiWMdirection from whieh she had comes 
ene was S tandlag ia beter now; it was seeping into her 
shees, There must be a spring there, but she didn't re- 
member that there was any spring up Lost Eounta in, She 
pressed closer to the mounteinsidee Slipping, she grabbed 
at some rocks, but her hande gathered only the bracken 
that grew all winter in such secluded spots. Her fall was 


Stayed but she was soaked. A sob escaped from her tight 
lips; she wished she were at her grandmother's where she 
could ery and erye Then her grandmother would say, "There 
now, you'll feel better." Mary Lou cringed from the idea 
ef going home to the expected scolding; for double blame 
would noW be heaped upon her. Here it was chris tas Ive, 
and all her brave efforts for her sister had failed. 
Nevertheless, she must at least get back to Sarah. 

Turning around with new determination, in spite of 
her chattering teeth, Mery Lou started back down the trail. 
In avoiding the pool of water from the spring, she went 
too close to the edge. She felt herself slipping over 
the mountainside at the same time that she heard the splash 
of horses’ hoofs down the trail, Digging her hands and 
feet into the wet loose gravel, she bravely worked herself 
back up to the path juet as the horses reached the springs 
Mary Lou gave a ory; 4 Meshlight shone in her face as 
the riders halted. Half-comprehending@ly, she heard the 
cheerful voice of ities Orpha in startled surprise, "Why, 
it's Hary Lous My tut you're wet, Child.“ 

Though there was very Little room to dismount, Miss 
Orpha was quickly off her horse, handing the reins to her 
sousin.s Ae she wiped the mud and tears from Mary Lou's 
face, she went on in a soothing tone. "I missed you when 


we were handing out the presents, but I sent the package 
with the Clarks. How does it happen that you are way up 
here alone? I thought that you lived in the opposite di- 
ree tion. 

“thy, yes, quavered Mary Lou, “but 1 reckon 1 jist 
got lost in the fog an“ 1 slipped offen the bank hyer, -- 
Miss Orpha, this Christmas I "lowed to make you @ holly- 
wreath like I seen by the picture of the play~dolly that's 
pasted up in our — “the one that sarah wants so bad. 
But I couldn't git you the wreath an I couldn't git her 
the doll and I came the wrong wey and She shook with 
gold, anguish in her volo. 

"te must turn around, somehow, Arliss, and take her 
homes She'll have chills and fever if we dont t. I one 
how felt that my work for the dey was not over. I'm glad 
you're along. 

4 few minutes later on the horse in front of Miss 
orpha si th the blue robe again wrapped around her, Mary 
Lou told of Sareh's accident and her one wish at this 
Christmas time. With skillful questioning, the entire 
Story was drawn from her by the sympathetic, dark-eyed 
miseion-worker with the ready omile and understanding 
hear te "And you say, the doll must have golden curls. 
Gell, Mary Lou, this doll of mine has absolutely no hair - 


and do you know, we might cut off some of our hair to put 
on it, but your hair is black, and so's mine, and 80 is 
my cousin's, Why didn't we heve curly, blonde hair? It 
would be so much fun to give some hair for 4011 to help 
a poor little sick girl." 

Again that memory of her mother fingering golden 
our ls floated into Mary Lou's mind and how carefully she 
had placed them back in the faded blue satin-covered box 
that the children were forbidden to touch. There had been 
something like a tear on her mother's cheek as she had al- 
most furtively placed the box high on the shelf in the bed= 
room where the roof did not leak. A daring inspiration 
suddenly took possession of Wary Lou, but just as suddenly 
it was supplanted by the old hopeless feeling. She reali- 
ed thet she could not carry out the idea, and she dare not 
ask her mother. Still, she kmew where there were more 


then enough golden curls for Sarah's dolls 
Oe EE ee * * * 


Thet Christmas Fve a light burned in the Nor ich cabin 
long after the suffering Sarah had been adwinistered to and 
soothed to sleep long after a lone stocking had been hung 
by the fireplace. When Kiss Orphe had sugsested that Sarah 
hang it up, Liszie had snorted. However, after the Kission 


worker had handed the doll to Liazie in such 4 gracious 
manner, apologizing for the lack of hairy but hoping that 
it might bring happiness to one more child at Christmas, 
Lizzie almost miraculously caught her spirit. It seemed 
that the mantle of eharity in Miss Orpha's life was ex- 
tended to cover Lizzie Norich's flint-encased heart, nel t- 
ing a pert of the flint with the glow. 

An hour later, Lizgie was sitting in front of the fire 
with the doll in her lap. She was sewing and pasting a 
golden curl on the 42011 s head while Mary Lau heated the 
poker for her mother to use in “freshening up" the next 
eurl that was to be sacrificed from the treasured box. 
There were real tears in iizzie’s eyes this time; she 
gould no more understand their meaning than Mary Lou who 
stood in awe before her mother. Her own heart was aching 
with a sweet ache. There was joy in Mary Lou's heart; her 
mother had said she could invite her granduother to come up 
for Christmas dinner the next dey. There wes good-will in 
Mery Louts heart. Her mother was placing the idol of her 
heart on the alter of Mother love. ‘There was peace in 
Mary Lou's heart; her mother did cere; she had spoken her 
name kindly. 

The song of the afternoon rang again in her ears ~ 


“peace on earth; Good-will to nen.“ She bowed her head 
reverently. The waters of Marsh were at last becoming 
au e te 

*The Lord showed to him a tree (Christ's love) which 


when he had cast into the waters, the waters were sade 
Swett.” * 15:25 
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TO THE VICTOR 


Tragedy stalked into the little mountain "Free School" 
at the fork of Rigger Branch and Troublesome Creek that 
sultry August efternoon. Miss Olive, the new teacher fron 
Mason City, the county~seat town, had no wey of knowing 
that the stage was even then deing set for the most drematie 
episode in her life; she only knen thet the heat was 18 
sufferablee It seemed that the hot recks and boulders of 
the three mountain~sides were literelly bombarding the 
little frame school building with all the stored-up heat 
of the long summer. The leaves on the Service Berry tree 
outside the window hung inert and lifeless. As Olive sur- 
veyed her little band of pupils, she thought that they 
looked like drooping plcnts in spite of their hardy consti~ 
tutions. Lveryone had been extremely thirsty; there had 
deen an adus t constant stream of children back and forth 
to the water bucket with the gourd dipper. Much to the 
Gelight of Polly, the eldest in the school, she bad been 
®liowed to draw es many pails of fresh water as she wished. 

The minutes drudged slowly and heavily along as Mise 
Olive made a fercieal attempt at imparting knowledge to 
the beginning class. Just before recess time she noticed 


that little Carolyn Atkins' face was ashen as she begged to 
go home. Mises Olive laid the child gently on a bench and 
bathed her temples. “I'll take you home, Carrie, just as 
soon as it’s recess time. You can't walk, feeling like 
this. I'll take you on my pony, Bleck Hawk." Carolyn 
emiled weakly at that promise and seemed better. But when 
recess time came, nearly the entire school had succumbed to 
some strange maledy. Af ter dismissing them, Miss Clive 
hastily lifted Carolyn and started to the shed for her 
pony. Peusing at the door, she could searcely believe her 
eyes. Winner“ was sprawled on the well-platform; Kurt was 
doubled up on the stepe; Golden was humped over on the 
ground; everyone but Polly was groaning or moaning. 

What could she do? Here was not only one to care for, 
but the entire school. In dismay, Olive Kindley almost 
gave wey to her own feeling of tiredness and futility. 
Perhaps after all it had been e mistake for her to under- 
take teaching in so remote a section of the hill country. 
Her mother had warned her, but the picture painted in glow- 
ing words by Raymond Owens, her best college friend, of the 
need here in his former home community hed lured her on. 

In a flash the responsibility of these lives overwhelmed 
her. She remembered the teacher over on Holly Creek who 
hed left the children just as a "High Tide" was rising. 


She must rally her wits and not desert her pupils. She 
mast discover the source of the illness. 

“Children,” Olive's voice was pleading. “Wheat have 
you been doing to make yourselves i117 1 told you to stay 
out of the Ain pools in me oresk- bed. You know they 
poison you in August. bid you go down there?” 

A groéning chorus of “Ho's” reaseured her on thet 
point. 

“Did any of you eat Indian Turnip root?” 

Again that chorus of negation. 

“uy dear children, you must tell me what happened. 
Don't you see 1 mat know in order do doctor you rightly? 
This is serious.” 

Olive recognised the inbred trait of these mountaincer 
children in standing by each other, right or wrong. It 
wes hard to force confessions from thea. She had learned 
this when the eggs nad been smashed on the side of the 
school house, but that incident had not been so menacing; 
no lives had been endangered then. 

“Help me to know what to do," she prayed inwardly, 
her heart going out to the suffering children. ‘Suddenly 
she remembered the excessive drinking. It must be the 
water." She herself had drunk only milk from her thernos 
bo ttle. 


„es Olive, lookitl" Cross~eyed, freckled-faced 
Polly, the tomboy of the school pointed to “Minner® and 
kurt. In spite of their agony they were throwing rocks at 
each other. “Could they be the offenders?" Almost 
miraculously her mind devised a test. 

"polly, you don’t look sick; will you get me a dipper 
of water from the well? furryi“ Olive caught her breath 
as she sat on the edge of the platform with the moaning 
Carolyne It was really a daring and perhaps far-fetched 
scheme, but it might work if she carried it through und er 
pressure. She took the dipper of water. All eyes were 
fixed on Miss Olive. 

"Children, unless you tell me what has caused this 
sickness and who is to dleme, 1 an going to be forced to 
drink this water to find out whether or not the water is 
poisoned. I have no other way of determining this since 
no one will talk.“ She looked directly at Polly. ‘Silence 
reigned. Polly remained impassive. "All right.” Miss 
Olive raised the dipper to her lips. Little Carolyn roused 
herself. "Oh, Miss Clive, please don't. You don’t have 
to die too.” 

“But 1 must. i em responsible for you children; 1 
ean't let you perish. If I drink this and an ill, we con 
get at the cause of this illness and know how to doctor you 


children. You ere forcing me to do this because you won't 
talk.“ 

"Sinner" on the edge of the platform gave a great 
groan -- "No, Teacher, you can't drink hit - yuh mustn't 
41e 'esise Dorse said ‘at he goin’ to marry with yuh ifen he 
had to go through hell 'n high water to do hit an’ now 
ifen yuh die, he'll blame me - oht” 

"Blame you for what 'Minner'?" Olive's voice was 
grave. She saw that it was a great struggle for him to 
eonfess, dut his ae for her shone out of his eyes. 

»The buck-eyes I helped put en in the well; never 
knowed they'd spile the water. Dorse said a feller'd die 
ifen he et n. Oh, don’t drink that.“ 

Olive rose and sent a searching look around the groupe 
“But you said you didn't do it alone, "‘Minner*. 111 have 
to dr ink the water anyway if the other person doesn't con- 
fess so that we will really have proof for this." Ghe 
Looked straight at Kurte "Now, which shall it be? Shall I 
drink this; or will someone else talk:“ 

Again the dipper was raised to her lips. <Xurt Owens 


straightened up and threw à look of hate ct "Minner*, Well, 
by ini, i*1l fees up, but I ain't savin’ Miss Olive“ s 


life fer yore ol“ freckle-face bud ‘caise she's goin' to 
marry my Uncle Kaymond - even ef I'm dead and oa in' t go to 


the weddin'. Miss - Miss Olive, I put some buck~eyes in 
the well, too - an“ no one else ‘ceptin' us done hit." He 
rolled over with greet effort and added through gritted 
teeth, “But 1 sin't going to tell why we done hit." 

Polly Merrill could have told why, but she stood 
white-faced and silent, her crossed-cye resting on the well 
while the other gazed at Miss Olive's shining black hair, 
Polly adored the new teacher who was so beautiful and kind; 
yet Poliy could not behave herself. Her coltish na ture 
asserted itself time and again. In spite of this, she was 
a great helper, for she could endure much work and hard- 
Ship for her fourteen years. And she loved to ride and go 
on errands for the teacher and the Mission folks down- 
ereek, A happy thought now counteracted an almost irresist- 
ible desire to confess how she had dered the two boys to 
put the buck-eyes in the well. 

“Miss Olive, orta't I to ride Black Hawk down to the 
Mission to git Miseus Kannard and some medicine?" 

Relief spread over Clive's fece. She dismissed the 
feeling that she should put the thumb-serews on Polly to 
determine her share in the guilte The need was for help 
3 now that they knew the source of the maledye Accordingly, 
Olive sent the eager Polly on her wey with eareful instruct- 
ions, little realizing how significant her short trip to 


the Mission would prove to be. 

Sith almost unbearable anxiety Olive organized an 
improvised hospital inside the school~room, making cold 
compresses from some cloth she had purchased for curtains. 
ier tenseness relaxed somewhat when she heard the faint 
clatter of horse's hoofs striking the Ii in rocks of the 
ereek beds Her hopes fell as she ascertained that the 
rider ees approaching from upwereek; it was not Mrs. Kannard 
Suddenly the sounds ceased as though the rider were leaving 
the creex, and a horse's whinny Los ted to them from below 
the rise of ground. 

Kurt recognized the sound. “That's Uncle Kaymond's 
hoss, Hiss (I 16. He's comin’ fer mee Seid he'd come out 
and show us his new star ~~~ Hii, Uncle Hay.” 

The tall, ste#lwert form of Heaymond Owens practically 
filled the doorway, ‘The twinkle in his ol ear, blue eyes 
changed to a pulled expression. “What's this? 4 hospital? 
i thought I was coming to a School. Kurt, old boy, this is 
the first time I ever caw you down and out. Clive, what 
ean 1 40 to help? What's happened?” 

"One question at @ time, please. you can see that all 
of the children are ill ~ that is, except Polly. I sent 
her to the Mission for medicine and help. For awhile I was 
mortally afraid we'd have @ mass funeral here on Troublesome, 


but the nausea seems to be passing. I believe that with 
proper treatuent the children will be all Fight though it 
may be necessary to declare a Little vacation.” 

The children's faces brightened at the prospect. 
‘Raymond's voice showed hie approval at the turn of events. 

“fines Finel hat will fit in with my plene for — 
someone thet I had when I started over here today." He 
paused slightly in embarrassment, “But Miss Olive, you 
never answered my second question as to what happened here.” 

"J think we'd detter have Kurt and inner explein, 
Mr. wens. Olives's eyes shone michievously. I wouldn't 
want to tell on anyone." 

“aw, go éhead an’ = e Miss Olive," admonished 
Rur t.. mont be a ee “on Wigger Branch an“ Trouble- 
gone but ua t 11 know it fore Polly gits through blabbin“,“ 

“Now, just lie still, Kurt - an you, to, ‘Hinner' « 
you need to save your strength. Well, Mr. Owens, you see 
it was like this. Everyone wes so thirsty this hot af ter“ 
noon thet the pupils ell drank an unusas] emount of water 
whieh had been contaminated, we found out, by some buckeyes 
thet the Children dropped into the well while playing. By 
recess tine everyone was doubled upe Carolyn is the worst.” 

Olive vas interrupted by the noise of resounding hoofs 
down the creek. “I was intending to ask you take Carolyn 


home, but you'd better wait for the medicine now; for I 


believe thet help is coming from the Mission. You might 
hand ae that wash basin over there on the desk." 


Phen for the third time that efternoon, the unexpeet- 
ed happened. From where Olive set she could see that the 
rider dismnounting was not Mrs. Kannaré from the Mission 
but Dorse Davis, Ghe felt as though she were caught in e 
nete True she had been friendly to Dorse just as she had 
been to all the young folks on Nigger Branch and Trouble~ 
some; Little hed she dreamed of his boast until this af ter“ 
noon; for all her thoughts had deen for the clean~eut, 
generous Haymoud. He had seemed to her like a straight 
pine on @ hill-top, with a large horigon. She knew that 
he stood for justice ia thie mountain district, but to one 
like Dorse Davis, he represented the “Lew” and was to be 
he ted and evaded in every way possible. How, the two op“ 
ponente were going to meet here. Intuitively, Olive knew 
that à contest of wits would result and she wondered what 
part she could piey in ite Dorse wae coming swiftly towards 
the door. inside, Raymond Owens turned with the basin and 
was in the aet of handing it to Olive when the bulky form 
ef Dorse darkened the doorway as he loudly declared his pure 
pose. 

"I'm coming to your rescue, Miss Olivee Folly told me 


all about the trouble up hyer --3 Dorse broke off abrupt 
ly as his black, snapping eyes caught the full picture of 
the two working * the children. "H -m ~ reckon you all 
dont t need my holp --" He was plaimy nonplussed. 

Olive was quick to interpose. Oh, yes, we do ~ we 
need all the help we can get. The children are still quite 
weak and will need to be taken home.” Her smile melted his 
hostility. “You are acquainted with Raymond Owens?" 

"Sowdy, Ray; us ter know yuh fore you took to follerin’ 
the Lawe I bin a-studin! it some myself lately.“ 

“So? I noticed you several times in the courthouse 
at Meson City the past month. ell, it's a better way to 
pass the time waiting for your mail sacks than the way 
"fuck" used to.“ Raymond withdrew to the corner of the 
rom near Kurt, hoping that Mre. Kannard would arrive soon. 

"I ain't amin! to lose a good payin’ job the way he 
done,” retorted Dorse pointedly. “Whin I gits me a little 
more saved up, I'm plennin' to build a right smart new 
house up to Pine Ridge whar yore fo'ks lost that air timber 
lend." Turning with a sudden thought to Olive, Dorse did 
not notice the deep flush mount to Raymond Owen's cheek 
and wren. “Miss Olive, I brung yore mail on up hyer fer 
you ~ *lowed as how hit“ d save yuh a trip to the Post 
Office. How'd you like fur me to bring hit up regui'r to 
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you?" 

Before Olive could formulate a reply, “Minner" etirred 
and sat up. "Why eain't I bring hit, borse?" 

Dorse chuckled as at a good joke. " 'Minner', I never 
knowed yer to be still so long in yore life. Wty, I most 
fergot yuh wuz hyer. We'll see bout who brings the mail, 
hey, Budéie?” With a triusphant ring in his sonorous voice, 
he easily lifted his emall half-brother to his shoulder. 
"Miss Olive, Mammy sent yer a special invite fer supper 
Yhureday night - you know fore Singin’ School at the 
Mission.* Turning to Reymond with hie eyes boring like 
steel points, Dorse inquired with effrontery, “You comin’ 
to Singin’ School, too, kay — or air yuh too busy with 
yore new ‘shootin’ ster‘? Them kind don't shine fer long 
‘round these parts - leasteays, they didn't ‘round yore 
pause lumber mill up to Pine Ridge.” 

Sith fists clenched behind him, Haymond fought off the 
desire to retaliate, replying in a tense tone, “Yes, Dorse, 
i expect to come to Singing School when it doesn't inter- 
fere with business.” 

Clive's apprehension diminished as she heard the 
approach of the horses from the Mission. She helped Golden 
do her feet. “I believe you'd better take Golden, too, mr. 
Davis. Ser mother will doctor her. and tell your mother 


11 plan to come up for supper some evening as soon as 1 
possivly can.“ 

urs, Kannard made her entrance with a basket of medi~ 
col supplies soon after Dorse lefte The children began to 
groan again. The fortheoming peppermint and castor oil 
nad to be administered by ell three adults. Polly was in 
her element, here, there, and everywhere, teasing and ack= 
ing questions. 

„1 know why you come to the school house,“ she boldly 
ass er ted te Raymond. “Saw ole Han Banks on my way to the 
Mission. He said you's comin' out t* see *pout puttin’ in- 
surance on the sehool house here what do you do thet 
fue? ol' Dorse Davis said hit war a money-making scheme 
an’? yore pap would hear bout it come next election time." 

Mrs. Kannard turned to Polly reprevingly, “Polly, 
you know very little about such matters. Come here and 
hold Kurt's nose. 

But Polly's pent-up information that she had aoouired 
on her way to the Mission was not to be dammed up 80 easily. 
Her words rushed on like a rapid noun ta in stream efter 6 
sudden storie 

„1 knows what other folke says - an' you know, too, 
what Ant Bet Tuck said bout thet fire insurange that 


ol’ yr. Owens had on bis Lumber mill ant fine house up to 


Pine Mage ‘fore they burned. Mammy says she's a sharper 
at the Law --" 

“Polly,” Raymond's volee was commaniing, It would 
de better for you to watch What you repeat and how you re- 
peat it.” 

"I'd gay you had, cut in Kurt, "my Uncle Raymond's 
got a star — an’ 101414 — 

“Uuphi mati Ole Dorse says that's “ bout the best joke 
he's heerd ~ an! 

Odive realized that she must get Polly out and away 
from the other children. Upon making a hurried inventory 
of plans, she suggested, “Polly, how would you like to take 
the two Shookey children home on Black Hawk now? You can 
just leave the pony ot the Mission and go on home. 1711 
get him later one" The puzzling situations were developing 
eo rapidly that Olive felt thet she must heave the steadying 
influence of Mrs. Kannard in getting her bearings once mores 
“No more school this week, children,“ she announced. 

“You look tired, Olive,” suggested Raymond as the last 
we scholars left with irs. Sunnerd. “Are you sure you want 
to walk to the Nissiony It might not be such à good idea, 
leaving my horse here in case a sudden storm should come to- 
night; and 1 must get back to Mason City tonight. 

“I feel the need of e long walk and 4 long talk, amen 


Olive locked the door, dropping the key in her small hand- 
bag. “I'm locking all my troubles away now for two days. 
Don't you wish you could do that, too?" 

"Olive," his tone vas grave. "I might as well tell 
you first es lest that I'm afraid there is real trouble a- 
head. As a matter of fact, I did come out to take an in- 
ventory of the sehool for the purpose of including it in 
the "Blanket County Insurance" plan for all county property. 
I think the plan is a good one and egonomicsl too even if 
my own father was instrumental in puttin 1t into effect. 
A® his deputy, I am making the valuation, I have gust come 
from Clear Fork school. But, Olive, you can see what a 
Stir even this little legal metter is going to make here 
where suspicion and prejudice are rampant." 

"There are all your eltruietic motives and plans, Sir 
Galehed, thet you had laat spring when you argued me into 
Wiking this school? You said I could be such a help in 
thie commnity, and sow --" She broke off with à little 
note of despair, not finding words nor courage to express 
the fear that she was the fulerum for foresees that night 
bring about the destruction of Raymond's future plans. 

"Olive, please I know you're weary unto dea tk I did 
hive those dream and I still do and I still hope they 
Will be supplemented in a very real wey in the future with 


an ideal country home up on Pine Ridge at our old place 

"Dorse Davis seems to want that place, too. Again 
words were futile. 

“Just so he doesn't want the girl I do -- Olive, I 
must have more time to talk to you when you are not so 
tired,” He glanced quickly around, surveying the skys 
“The way those thunder-heads are collecting over towards 
Simpsonville makes me think 111 not get to stay es long as 
1d like to this evenin’. Urs, Sannerd*s a brick to ask us 
to cone.” 

moe walk was all too short to the bungelow Mission 
House that the mountaineers considered a mansion in thet 
section along Troublesome Creek. Olive did not have an 
opportunity to express her fears to Reymond then nor after 
their arrival; for all workers were occupied with duties 
that bad to be completed an hour earlier. ‘The noun teineers 
would begin to appear about dusk as they went by sun- tine“. 
Olive lent a hand with the evening meal which was searcely 
over before the first arrivals presented themselves. 

Before the last group of singers had arrived with their 
lanterns and coats, dark clouds were rolling over the sky 
preseging @ pouring rein. All was in readiness for the 
singing teacher; the fees had been collected; the new books 
handed out; and the twenty or more young men who had enroll< 


ed in good faith "That if they didn't learn to sing the 
square notes their money would be refunded" were seated on 
the front benches in the little chapel of the Mission 
Sonool.e Olive and Raymond were among the group of observers 
thet were permitted to sit in the baek of the chapel to 

11s ten. Dorse who had entered late & tood @lunaly near the 
door with @ prediliction for going so that he might escape 
the jeers of his cronies concerning Raymond's taking his 
girl, The minutes dragged on with desultory chatting, but 
Still no singing teacher appeared. “He must have been 
caught in the High Tide over by Simpsonville" wes the gen- 
eral agreement. Mr. Kannard, the well-liked Head of the 
Mission, suggested that they sing anyway, Who would lead? 
No one volunteered; the silence was awkward; then Miss Olive 
was called to the organ, an old wheezy affair with only one 
pedal in working order. It was after this, as ea matter of 
policy, that she remarked, “If a motion is in order, I move 
that our temporary leader of the singing be Mr. Dorse Davis 
Everyone assented, for they knew that young Dorse was a 
good singer and that he loved to lead them in their moun+ 
tain “ ballets, — notieed how borse“ es face beamed 
with satisfaction as he consulted at length with Olive be- 
fore choosing his numbers. He wondered at Olive's encourag= 
ing Dorse's friendship, not knowing that she was afraid to 


do anythingbut keep his good-will at that time. After 
three songs had been intoned, Raymond Owens, with a 
slightly puzzled expression on his face, left much to the 
del zent of "Minner" who wes seated on the front bench : 
worshipfully watehing his big brother and his beloved 
school teachere 

Before Dorse Davis left the chapel room that nicht, 
he obteined Glive's consent to come to the Davis home early 
the next evening for supper after which the entire family 
plenned to come to Singing School, When Mrs. Kannard told 
her thet night that Raymond hed left word that he would 
come back the next efternoon, she wes fear ful that he would 
not understend her. Had she known of future events she 
would have left a note for him. No one could foresee thet 
he too woujd be delayed the next day By an order to bring 
tec blood-hounds from Simpsonville. 

Coasequently, the next afternoon, Olive's mind vas 
troubled on her leisurely tramp up the ereek, now refulgent 
with new motion and life from the rein of the previous 
nicht. The path at first led along a slippery cliff; drops 
of rain were still nestled inside the rosettes of mullein; 
and the blackberry leaves were shining as they had not done 
Since spring. Disentangling herself from the briers near 
a wire fence, she stooped preparatory to emerging into a 
cornfield on a little strip of bottom land. Here, she en- 


countered Polly with her hands full of blue and white clay. 
Her freckled face was clownish with blue and white dabs. 
Olive greeted her enthusiastically. 

"Oh, Polly, I didn’t know there wes real modeling clay 
near here. 

"Hy, yes'm, Miss Olive, you know someun's of us use 
this er white clay mixed with water to whitewash our fire~ 
piece bricks in the summertime. I shapes flar-pots outen 
this hyer blue eley an“ let en dry in the sun sots 1 kin 
put colored leaves in en in the fall.” 

“polly, I know lots of things I can show you how to 
make from clay =" 

"Oh, won't yer stop et ur place now an“ jist stay 
while we ain't havin’ school? Cain't yer, Miss Olive?" 

"No, Polly,” Olive shook her head, wishing she could 
remain at the tumble-down cabin with the kitchen propped up 
by a pole end help Polly's widowed mother but knowing that 
she must not voice any longing or emotion to Polly. “I'm 
bound for a place much far ther up the creck, but perhaps, 
tomorrow -~". ; 

Polly's eager expression faded into a sulky one. Then 
in a moment her face lighted up with a brilliant look as 
though she had made a sudden discovery. “Oh, 1 know, you're 
goin’ up to Dorse's folks; ain't yer? You'll have a pleasur- 


able tine up thar, They shore do cook a heap fer comp'ny, 
but ol“ Ant Bet, she jist makes ‘em serimp along somethin’ 
fierce whin they's by theirselves; she sez hit's plunb 
keerless not to use the meat rinds to make gravy with min 
they*s nobody thar, But they’s got things fixed up right 
art in their cabin, Mammy says. ‘They got two houses an’ 
two fireplaces, an“ wel wai A rocking cheer - an’ they 
got the pootiest coverlid fer company that Dorse's manny 
made *fore she died. I's allus kinda skeered to co in thar 
even whin they's hold in“ meetin’ ‘ealse they say A'nt Bet 
Tusk kin ley & spell on yuh ifen she don't like yuh «<= Oh, 
but she ain! t help but like you, a ant I'd shore 
like to go in one uv the houses whilst you's ther. Do yuh 
think I could?" 

"Why, yes," Olive found herself replying in mountain 
vernacular, do come up if I'm there tomorrow. And say, 
Polly, have you heard how any of the children are by now - 
that is, except Kurt and Minner? They were at Singing 
School last night, but none of the others was,” 

non, I don't know bout the *tothers, but never did 
i hear sich fightin’ an' wild-oat squallin’ an! fist=-bustint 
as them two sus doin’ out behind 9 Mission last night. 
Thar's shore to be a fraces atween them thar two younguns. 
Kurt called Minner à sgootch-eyed pole cat. Minner says 


jist whut Dorse wants him to, An“ Dorse says whut his 
Ant Bet Tuck wants him to ~ Howsomever, Dorse is plenty 
smart hisee’f. He sez that Raymond's pappy's lined up wi th 
an insurance comp'ny that pays him @ lot fer insurin' these 
hyer schools an’ then the tax-payers got ter pay fur hit. 
Last night main all the Singia' School fellers went out to 
smoke, Dorse's tellin’ en bout hit; he said he wouldn't 
be u bit su'prised to hear tell of some of the schools 
burnin’ in this county sow . 

“Pollyi" Miss Olive's stern voice silenced her for 
a moment. Tou must not repeat all you hear; you'll get 
into serious trouble one of these days.“ 

"Not so yuh could notice ite 1 know who to talk toe 
Guess you'd hear all this up to Dorse's a He gave 
me a new half-doller. See? ele a purty nice feller, i 
think; don’t you?" 

Olive was glad when Polly left her. She walked on 
up~creek more briskly, turning over in her mind the new in- 
formation. Dorse’s bluffing talk revealed intense enmity 
towards Reymond. She felt that she was making a mistake in 
fulfilling her promise and wiehed that she had sent à note 
to the Davis eabin, postponing her visit so that she could 
see Raymond when he would arrive that afternoon at the 


Miesion. 


As Olive approached the low, rambling structure of the 
Davis home, with the usual foundetion of stones set at in- 
tervals, she could tell that it boasted two rooms or 
houses“ connected with a rumewey. In addition there was a 
*Lean-to” ki tehen with blue wood smoke curling up from its 
chimney to mingle with the blueness of the skye Back over 
the mountains she could see a dark, sinister mess of thunder 
heads. More rain was on the way. Upon approaching the pal- 
ing fenee around the yard, Olive noticed that there was 
glass in the windows of the Davis cabin and that vines 
sheltered one side of the porehe “Summer roses“ or zinnias 
were still blooming in a bed near the poreh being protected 
from the chickens by blackberry briers being crisscrossed 
around them. The yard hed been swept and altogether, there 
was an air about the place of being ready for company. 
Young Dorse and an old wrinkled lady dressed in a faded 
though clean blue dress were seated in splint- bottom chairs 
on the porche Upon noticing Clive, Dorse whispered some~ 
thing to aint Bet Tuck", as she was known, and started down 
the path to greet Olive. 

"Howdy, Miss Olive; thought yuh'd ride yur pony or i'd 
a come fer yer. Mammy's in the kitehen startin’ supper. 
Come on up hyer an’ meet my atnt. Ant Betty, this is ay - 
our school teacher, Miss Olive.“ 
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Aunt Betty Tuck pulled her pipe from between toothless 
gums and looked searchingly at Olive with the bls ckest, 
most penetrating eyes that she hed ever seen. “i'm proud 
to know yer, Miss. Pull off yer hat and take a cheer. 
Laws~semassy, ain't she pooty? Bie you'se right - but 
Lawece she caint t hold a candle to the Belle o“ Cup 
oreek . 

*Thet's what they us ter call An' t Betty when she wus 
s girl up in Southern Injieny,” volunteered Dorse. 

Aunt Bet chuckled; then with a smack of her snuff- 
browned wrinkled lips, she continued her colloquy. “Mighty 
nice change in weather - I'm allus emotherin’ shin hits so 
Infernal hot. Cain! t git uster the heat seems like. How'd 
yer like hit up hyer in the mountin's? Sum says as na in' t 
raised in en that they feels all choked up, but I know ifen 
I lived in the flat kintry, I'd be pinin’ fer the mount'ins. 
Sow, whin Tuek en 1 fust moved hyer from Souther Injiany, we 
felt right to hun." 

Dorse tried to head her off in her story but when he 
gan it vas useless, he rose, saying that he must go after 
@ lantern down at Crebbs as they would need it to take to 
Singing School that evening. Olive listened with nal r an 
ear to the recital of Aunt Bet Tuck's journeyings. When 
Dorse rode down the ereek on his roan, the thread of her 


pioneering experiences was broken with the remark, T 
borse shore's goin’ to make folks set up ant take notice 
one of these days; he shore kin save his money; got Davis 
blood in hin ant they allus gits whut they set out to git.” 

Aunt Bet paused as though she expected a response frow 
olive, who was saved this embarrassment by the sudden appear 
ance of Minner with e pail of crewdeds. 

“pshaw, Miss Olive, 1 tho't 1*d be Wer whin yuh come; 
went fishin’ fer erewdeds - wish hit wus spring so's I | 
ecoulé es tah shore- nuf fish Ii goin’ to feed these to 
ole Tony." 

„hot s old Tony?" inquired Olive with a amile of 
anusemente 

“That's my gg dog - 1 got him looked up at the 
barn weise he chases the chickens. 1 likes to hear him 
scrunch the shelle. Come on cut ant wateh him, Miss Olive." 
With that, Minner began to pull the legs off the live crau~ 
dads. 

Olive was glad to exeuse herself and follow the bare~ 
foot boy along the beaten path past the open well and across 
a little branch of fresh-fliowing water out to the big 
tobacco barn that was also used for the stock. Glancing 
around in the dim light, Olive sew that there were two la n- 
terns hanging on pegs by the stalle. And Dor se had gon 


for a third it was an unusual thing for a mountain home 
to possess three lanterns. Minner was eager to show her 
his pet coon and the two pigs he was raising. Time reced 
by and when Olive heard the click and splash of horses! 
hoofs down-creek and knew that Dorse was returning, she 
wished she were not in the barn to encounter him. 

“Would you take me up-ereek to your crew-dad hole you 4 
ve been telling me about?“ Olive adroitly inquired of the 
boy. 

Minner assented with alecrity, and they went out the 
Opposite door and down the rise of ground towards the ereek, 
being completely out of view ine few moments. On the way 
back to the cabin in response to the ringing of the old 
dinner bell that was mounted on a pole, they passed through 
the barn. involuntarily Olive's eyes sought the third lan- 
tern thet Dorse must have brought. There wes only one left 
on its peg. 

. Minner ushered Olive into the “lean-to" kitchen where 
his mother and three half-sisters were completing prepara ~ 
tions for the evening meal. Cornbread that looked really 
delicious was resting on the open oven door. Mrs. Davis 
relinquished the stirring of the ham gravy to one of the 
giris and came forward, Wiping her hands on her ap ron. 


“Hyer's Miss Olive, Mammy --Gosh, ain't we goin' to 


have no pie? The hungry boy made en exoursion to the 
tables 

Olive liked the soft-spoken Mother eho was surprising- 
ly young-looking. ‘The question popped into Olive's mind, 
“How could this sweet little lady marry the burly Dorse who 
soarcely looked up when she was introduced to him?” Out 
of thin air came the enswer ~ me Davis's ellus gits what 
they set out to git.“ She looked around to see if Ant 
Bet Tuck in @ corner by the fireplace had spoken. Zut she 
wes busy supping strong tea from a sauger. Olive could 
scarcely repress & shudder as Dorse called them to supper. 

Olive could never become accustomed to being seated 
at the First table“ with the men-folks, as company, while 
the girls and women waited on then. She prevailed on urs. 
Davis to sit down with her, but no sooner did they start 
to pess the food than she was up to pour the bitter chicory 
coffee and cut the pie that hed been safely hidden in the 
bedroom. Young Dorse took the lead in the conversation and 
seemed plainly embarrassed when his father told the usual 
"company joke", how he ute with a “coming „ 
Olive only halfway heard the convereétion; her wind wae busy. 
trying to figure cut the motive of Dorse's deception con- 
cerning the lantern. The one that was now hanging on the 
hook above the table was undoubtedly the one taken from the 


barn. Dorse switched the conversation to the Singing 
School, saying that they would start early so thet they 
could “foot it“ together before it srew dark. Accordingly, 
after the second- table“ hed eaten, they left Aunt Set Tuck 
dy the fireplace still imbibing her tea. Olive wondered if 
this were & gesture against the apparently extravagant sup- 
per or merely a habit of hers. A heavy sense of impending 
fate dogged her mind until they were well on their way to 
the Kiesion. 

As they progressed down~creek, other families joined 
them With their lanterns, coats, and singing beoks. Olive 
felt that she had stepped back into the pages of à history 
book for fifty years. They were & merry group but with such 
a diversity of temperaments. Yet even in the very youngest, 
she could sense that implacability and stubbornness, bred 
by the hardships of the hill-country life. It was strange, 
she thought that when a social oceasion presented itself 
even enemies would apparently drop erudges to partake in 
the gathering“. It was 211 rather stimulating te olive 
who looked forward to helping these, her people now they 
Bust be her people if she made a success with mem as their 
teacher. Yor awhile she walked along silentiy with the 
girls; then she roused herself with a mental shake to ask 
them questions and draw them out as to their interests, for 


ten of the mountein girls were of the loquacious type that 
Polly was. As they neared the Mission, Olive found herself 
anticipating seeing Raymond Owens again with an emotion 
thet was at leash's end. She sensed that the sentiment of 
the entire community was just then age inst him and that she 
must be very careful whet she said on the subject of school 
insurance. She determined to make some excuse for not re- 
turning to the Davis home that night, especially if Reymond 
were staying at the mission. 

Upon their arrival at the Mission, Olive hastily 
mounted the wooden steps at the side-hill, leading to the 
Kitchen door of the Mission House, only to be informed by 
the cook that Mrs. Kannerd had been called over on “Shootin' 
Fork" to gare for a sick baby and that Haymond Owens had 
not comes : 

“Phank you, Mary Ellen, for telling me. 1 believe 1˙11 
just stay here this evening for ewhile.” = 

Olive hed no sooner voiced her desire than Polly cane 
Douncing in to summon her to play the organ. over at the 
chapel. With a sigh, Olive acquiesced finding « welcoming 
committee of all of her school pupils who had insisted on 
occupying the front seat. Dor se had just led them in sing- 
ing the notes of the old favorite hymn, "How Beautiful Heav- 
en Must Be", and they were just starting to sing the words 


when Raymond Owens stepped inside the door. His boots were 
wet, and hie olive-drab uniform was bespattered with mud; 
he held hie hat and riding quirt in one hand; hie face vas 
very serious as he raised his other hand for attention. It 
vas then that his glance caught OI ves, and in it there 
waa a sternness that sent a chill through her. She had 
been feeling heavy of heart in the stifling room packed so 
olose that the effluvium of umashed bodies seemed doubly 
offensive to her own fastidiousness. ich the entrance of 
Raymond, her oppression had lifted; she determined to speak 
to him at any cost, but there was a quality displayed in 
his searching look that seemed to put up a barrier between 
theme The next instant he was speaking quickly and firmly. 

“I've just come from Simpsonville; there's been another 
oloud- burst on the divide; the gulches up that way are in- 
passable by now. You'll not be in any danger here unless 
those clouds are swept in from the north although I'l) have 
to hurry to deat it to the ford myself on my way to Mason 
City. I thought 1'4 tell you so that you could weteh those 
clouds.” ith that, he turned abruptly and was gone. 

The Spirit of festivity died out in the group. Dorse 
whispered a few words to Mr. Aannard, handed him the sing~ 
ing book and disappeared out of the door as guick as a shot. 


There was a general hum end a movement to go thet was check 


ed by Mr. Kannard. 

I want to say just & word that may save some lives. 
These buildings are forty feet above the level of the ereek; 
most of your homes are just a few feet above the creek bank~ 
or else you have gul ches and low places to pass through in 
getting to your homes. It would seem best for the women 
and children to stay here under any circumstance, especial- 
ly so if those clouds work over this way. Dorse has gone 
to see about his aunt who stayed at home; others of you 
will have to go, but the rest of you are welcome to stay 
at the Mission tonight. Miss Olive, will you help care 
for the children while 1 go after Mary Ellen?" 

4s the majority of the men and most of the older boys 
hurried out, it was with difficulty thet the others were 
restrained from goinge Olive took this opportunity to ex- 
plain further to the mothers about the illness of the 
children; she found them amenable. She had no opportunity 
to Slip over to the Mission House to see if Raymond had 
left any message for her. She had just succeeded in ge t- 
ting the children interested in a game when Polly rushed 
in with a frightened look on her face; her breath was short 
for oneés 

“The = house is on fire no, not this“ un the 
Free School up the creek ~- yuh cain't get across the 


oreck now ~ ‘caise there's a turrible High thax onatie 
down. Mr. Kannerd says yuh'd best not Bry to go home now." 

There was a hub-bub of confusion. The rumble of the 
storm and the roar of the flood-waters could be heard. Per- 
haps the rain that was coming would quench the flemes at 
their school. Some of the women were determined to try 
"to meke it home” to see about their chickens and live 
stock. Urs. Davis vas especially worried about Aunt Bet 
Tuck, Olive was glad when Mery Ellen appeared followed 
by Mr. Kannerd. 

"Now, remember,” he admonished, that it's safer here 
then anywhere else, for it seems that those clouds are 
sweeping this way.” 

Olive and several of the girls followed Mr. Kennard 
anxiously down the incline ae far 4s it was safe to go. 
The crowd hed been halted by the dirty, swirling flood- 
waters that came rushing from their source where the angry 
olouds had hurled them at the Intersection of three moun- 
tain ranges. The storm had cut seross the mountains in the 
opposite direction, but the results of it were now being 
felt down the three ereeks especially on Troublesome where 
the waters had gathered momentum as they dashed along over 
the rocky creek bed forming rapids at precipices. There 
were two glares in the sky, one up~creek to the right from 


the burning school; another to the left over Spring Aoun- 
tain where a constant play of sheet lightning wes accor- | 
panied a rumble. But it seemed that the rain would not 
dome soon enough to save the school building. Clive had 
heard of these sudden flocde or "high tides" and hed often 
witnessed the swelling of the rivers near Meson City as a 
result of a series of then on various tributaries. Now, she 
realiged what it really meant. Raymond hed not gone any too 
soon to get aerose the creek; for now not even a sure-foot@- 
ed mule could ford it. Across the flood-waters and up the 
ereek at the forks, the flames were rapidly taking their 
toll. Olive's heart sank within her as she heard the in- 
criminating remarks concerning Ray Owens and his ded's in- 
surance schemes She was surprised to see moving figures 
about the fire. Mr. Keannerd told her that three men on 
mules Whose homes were on that side had gotten ecross be- 
fore the crest of the high tide had come. Just then, 
silhouetted against the sky by the flames there appeared a 
figure on a horse up the trail back of the school site. 
“Lookee up thar on the . that thar hoss ant 
rider!“ excleimed someone excitefly. “That's him; that's 
the feller that done hiti“ Olive's heart contracted, for 
she recognized the familiar figure of Raymond Owens who had 


no doubt seen the glare and es a duty, had come back across 


the hill to investigate. 

“Looks like he’s comin’ right on down to the sehool = 
but ain't tell.” 

"Shore looks like Ray Owens an' he's got a couple of 
houn's with him, by gravy.” 

"Looks bad fer him an“ his outa third fire in the 
past three years.” 

“Insurence shore must be a temptation.” Old Dorse 
opt t contemptuously. "Now, don't eny uv you young bucks 
try to swim that thar creek; fur yuh 11 shore be carried 
9 stream; *tain’t no use to try onless yuh goes ol ean 
up above my place an’ then hit all depends; you'd have to 
go to the top uv the ridge on this side uv the creek to 
travel at all ‘oaise in two places, you'd be out off frum 
the trail an’ hit's powerful dangerous at night.” 

"You're right, Dorse,""acquieseed the young men who 
hed essayed to cross. | 

"Shore the three boys over thar 11 deal with Ray 
Owens.” 

4 few drops of rain were falling as Olive turned to 
ga back to the Mission Chapel, sick with dread and apprehen- 
Sion. She felt as though she and Raymond were puppets on 
the stage of Chance and that fate“ wes pulling the strings. 
Yet she would never mistrust Raymond. 


fhe crowd gradually straggled back to the Mission, 
gled that the storm had passed around. Those whose homes 
were on the opposite side of Troublesome would necessarily 
have to spend the night there, for the foot-logs vere either 
covered or had been swept avay. When all had returned = 
cept Dorse and the three who had crossed, they tried to 
sing again, but the songs sounded so dismal even to their 
own ears, they all preferred to stop and talk. Olive went 
to the Mission House and would have liked to remin there, 
but when old Derse pronounced the going up*stream as being 
safe, they came for her as their coupanye "That was the 
matter with her will?” she avked herself. “Why didn't she 
refuse?" “If Mre. Kennard were only there to have managed 
an exeuse for her“ As it wes, she surmured something 
about being too tired but they only laughed and said "Guess 
wetll sll git rested." Olive found herself stumbling along 
with the rest of the crowd, far from happy, feeling that 
this life was too strenuous for her. ‘They could hear the 
baying of a hound in the distance. 

“sounds like some houn's treed a coon," suggested 
Minnexr who walked near Olive and Polly. The two youngsters 
were in high glee , 

“Guess olf Ray cain't track hisse’f "ith those * 
houn's,” offered Polly. 


"30 soon do the children reflect their elderst" thought 
Olive. And they aetually believe it all.“ The whole 
diabolical scheme fleshed through her mind At was a plan 
to emmesh Raymond in inoriminating evidence, seep him from 
the pie ture, and hen — a cel ing laugh seemed to float 
to her ears accompanied by the declaretion, “The have“ 
allus gi te whut they sets out to git.“ Olive struggled 
mentally; she would not be caught in the web of circumstance 
without a struggle; there must be a way of proving thet Ray- 
mond was innocent though she had no doubt but what his ar- 
reat would follow. The guilty person aust be located, but 
"How to do itt "How to do it?" kept ringing in her ears 
dike a com- ton. 

4s they slushed up the oreek, bidding the various ones 
good - night, the reverbereting roar of the stream seemed to 
personify events as they had rushed into Olivets life. ith 
apparent imperturbability, the others did not seem to sense 
the tragedy that zee being enacted. But underneath auf fade 
ealm Olive knew that ere lay “quick-on-the-triccer"” ten- 
pers and explosive violence waiting only the touch of fire 
or finger. 

Upon arrival at the Davis home, Aunt Set Tuck met them 
at the door. She was fully dressed. “Shore was a gully~ 
washer up on the mountin's. Good thing Dorse come hone 
to take keer of the stock - ur i mought'’ve tried hit yse l. 


seemed oe long time you bin gittin' home. You 
wearrled ne. 

"Why didn't Dorse set up with ye?" inquired Mrs. Davis. 

"Oh, he slipped into the ereek an! got hiss'f wet; he 
head to go to bed to let his clo'tes dry.“ 

411 accepted the explanation without comment. But 
long after Glive had generously been given one room ali to 
herself, she found herself wondering just where Dorse feli 
in the creck. Only sleep stopped the contriving of her 
ming to pleree the aystery of who it vas thet ectually set 
fire to the Free School that night so soon after both Ray- 
mond and Dorse had left the Singing Sehool. Dorse hac a 
perfect alibi but had he? He had used deceit about the 
lantern; could he not have done the same in this case? 


Olive did not weaken the next morning until the sun wes 
- shining in her faces She knew how early the mountaineors 
arose and wondered why they had permitted her to sleep; for 
she knew t was customary for all, from the youngest to the 
oldest, company or no company, to be out of bed by peep of 
day end be on hand for the breakfast of biscuit and gravy 
and strong coffee. ha tever unusual it was that had proapt- 
ed them not to call her, she was greteful for ite she 
glanced outside at the bright day; it wes no time to have 
auch a heavy heart. However, after she had dressed and 


had: subsequently gone outside to the wash-bench by the well 
and dashed some cold water on her face and arms, she felt 
She had washed away some of the fears of the previous night. 
She Was more cheerful than she dreamed she could be efter 
the sweet-faced little Mrs. Davis gave her a breakfast 
somewhat different from the usual one served. On one else 
was in the kitchen. Dorse had gone with the mail and had 
taken Minner alone only Mrs. Davis pronounced the name 
“Maynard” as it should be. She said that Dorse hed sug- 
gested that Olive remain until he returned from Mason City 
with the mail so that they would know what the County 
Superintendent said about the school. There seemed to be 
nothing unusual in this request. Clive assented and pur- 
posed in her mind that she would use most of the day in call- 
ing on families up the little pinched eulehes to discover 
children that needed to be in school. It was with difficul- 
ty, however, that she broke away from Aunt Bet Tuck who was 
bent on showing her the famous eoverlid, woven by young 
Dorse's mother for company, that hed never been used because 
"no one important enough had ever om“. Dorse was to have 
it as a wedding present if he got the right girl. It vas a 
rare piece of work and Olive praised it generously; then 
excused herself, telling Mrs. Davis thet she vould be absent 
most of the day. 


The purple shadows were lengthening as Olive emerged 
from the oreek~path up the rise of ground to the barn from 
her efternoon calling trip. Hearing voices within, she 
avoided going through the run~way of the bern and tried to 
negotiate her wey around it. Stepping om the slippery bank 
of the little branch that flowed nearby, she lost her foot~ 
ing and sat down suddenly with her head against the build- 
ing» From within issued the shrill voice of Aunt bet fuck. 

"For the law's sake, Dorse, why did ye go to Lawyer 
Morse? He kin take skin offen a ‘gator! I thought I told 
ye t git that warrent fer lay Owen's arrest! 1 don't 
know who's got a better right to do nit then you, aceordin' 
to law. — i'm afeared ye got things in a mess ~~," 

T didn’ ae ‘on in a mess, Ant Zet How'd 1 know 
that that thar high tide'd keep me frum comin' back across 
Troublesome to the Singin’ School as I aimed to? An’ 
whoever’d a thought fay Ovens'd have them houn' dawes along 
‘ith him ant use en to foller me clean up hyer 

“Dorse Davis, you listen to me -~ You jist got skeered 
an' burried too meh + Thar ain t no one thinks you done 
hit, but thar's a heap o them that Suspects hay Owens. 
1e Hollon and the two Taulbees that wuz with Rey whin he 
cones bustin’ in hyer last night, they don't blame you 
none. 4 seid today that they jist stuck to may lest 


night to see how fur he'd carry his plans. I shore fooled 
‘em lest night. Beside, whar ye crossed the creek last 
bight + could a meant thet any one of four people up Coon 
foller could a done hit an' hyer ye go givin’ yours 
awey dy telkin' to that Sherper Morse. How much money 414 
he git frum ye?” Aunt Betis voice was stinging. Olive herd 
her breath at Dorse’s confession, vhich came reluctantlye 

ost all uv my savin's, Ant Bet, but I fiegered it'd 
be wuth hit, not ter be brung in court." 

“But how'r ye eimin' on gittin’ mat ther scalauay of 
an Ovens outen the way? Why didn't yuh go ahead an“ put 
him behind the bars as we aimed ter do? Thar ain't no up- 
stand in! gal like Miss Olive’d ever have « thing to do with 
® jaile-bird.” Her volee wus vitrol ie. — “an“ now, you 
show yorese f a fit subject fer a plaee like that ~ jist 
*caise yer lost yur head. Gawd, why wuen’t I borned a mani 
Thin I eu'd a seen this Wer thing through. You ain“ t got 
the brains of a horned toad —“ 

As Ant Bet Tuck continued on her bitter tirede, Olive 
@lid around in the oppositedirection and regaining her feet, 
ren with all her might, bent low under the bank until she 
was a safe distance from the barn. She paused to ea toh her 
breath and brush off the dirt; she must not be seen approach 
ing from this direction. It would be better to take an 


excursion up om the hill end come in from the front of the 
house. She found her knees troubling from something nore 
then the hurried lind up into the wooded section. Sitting 
down on & moes-eneruscted log, she drew her first Tong 
bresth and dropped her head into her hands, Ser susptotons 
in regerd to Dorse vere confirmed, ite would go any length 
“to best the other feller” in order to gain his ends de- 
Gause back of him wae a mind versed in treaghery end deset t. 
Even then, perhaps he and aint Bet Tuck were trying to 
piece together their plan for "jalkling" Haymond to get hin 
out of the way 80 Dorse would have free sall ing is sourt~ 
ung here Under those cireumatacees, she would have to reo 
Sign from teseking the echool; she sould not be cubjected 
to Jorse’s attention. She reesiled Raymond's searching 
look; perhaps élresdy she had allowed her friendlinces to 
Serse to bring a rift in Reymond's trust. She aust talk 
to Raymond; sow that the flood had run down, che sould go 
to town and sake evary effort to see him and impert the 
information she hed acquired by secident. 

with this dedision, she resumed her detour, only to 
meat Polly whe had been roaming about the hiile and insiete 
ea on going with her to the fevie's. Folly took the floor 
with her tales so that Olive was spared the ordeal of tal 
ing much to Dorse at that time exeept to ask about the place 


decided upon for the Free School. He said that Mr. Kannard 
had offered the use of one of the basement rooms in the 
Mission School and that the County Superintendent was making 
arrangements for seats to be sent out in a few days from the 
County Seat. When Olive mentioned the fact mat she wished 
to go in town to see her mother during those few days, Dorse 
was quite possessive in meking arrangements for her much to 
Polly's disgust as it would keep her teacher from visiting 
her next. She was somewhat placated by Dorse's offering 
her a quarter if she would go bring Olive's pony from the 
Mission so that Olive could ride in to Mason City with Dorse 
the next mornings : 

The remainder of the day and evening wes a nightmare 
to Olive, for she could not trust Aunt Bet Tuck nor Dorse. 
She remained in the kitchen as much as possible, telking 
to Mrs. Devise and the girls who sere always busy at churn 
ing or sewing when they came in from the field-scrk. There 
was no Singing school that night. As they gathered around 
the fireplace, Glive’s mind wes busy conjecturing wh ether 
or not Dorse and Aunt Bet were planning to execute their 
former designs of having Reymond arrested. From Dorse's 
cheerful mein, she deduced the fact that they hed an al ter- 
native plan to bring further disgrace on Raymond. But Olive 
kept up her share in the conversation, showllng them how to 


play some indoor games. No doubt but what the Mother and 
the girls and Minner still held the utmost confidence in 
Dorse. 

The next — the fog vas curling up like emoke 
from the “bottoms” as their horses elopped“ down-creek. 
Cabins, cliffs, and wooded hillsides were all obscured a- 
like by the dank white curtain that vas so chilling to 
Olive. She was glad thet conversation was not expected on 
a ride like that. Dorse seemed exceedingly light-hearted, 
yodeling and singing “Barbara Allen” until Olive shivered 
inwardly. By the time they hed reached Meson City the sun 
had d one its best to warm Olive, but that inward coldness 
was intensified by their encountering at the edge of town, 
Raymond and his father on their horses, Raymond gave them 
a curt nod in response to Dorse's hearty “Howdy”. Dorse 
seemed highly gratified as ne accompanied Olive to her home 
and promised to call and let Olive know when the sea te were 
installed and school would start again. ven before Dorse | 
had taken his departure, Olive knew that she must interview | 


Lawyer Morse herself now that there was no chance of seeing 


Reymond. Her mother was glad to hear of the story in detail, 
but Olive knew that she must not worry her with the acute 
problem before her. Very shorty , she expleined to her 
mother that she must call on the County Superintendent at 


the court house. 

When Olive found herself at the entrance of the old 3 
stone Court House at the door of which so many quarrels hed 
taken place and where old Uncle Moberly hed recently been 
shot when he got in the way of a bullet, she hesitated. 
Would it be possible to secure justice where money talked 
so loudly to the officers instelled within? She knew now 
they all hated Raymond and his father because they would 
not secept bribes and how a “smear” campaign had been 
whispered about concerning the new insurance plan; for it 
not only saved the county money but cut down some of the 
graf ters“ incomes, She hoped that Dorse had not as yet 
secured the werrant for Raymond's arrest. She was not 
clear in her own mind what she would or could do to prevent 
the issuing of the warrant, but prevent it, she muste 

When Olive s timid knock was answered by à deep- throat- 
ed voice mat bede her enter, she opened the door upon 
Lawyer Morse and another client who wes standing at the 
window with his back to the lawyer, Olive gave a start 
it was Dorse Davie. hen he turned, his face revealed a 
most unhappy expression. lUvidently, he was wishing he 
could confer with Aunt Bet fuck at that time. This gave 
Olive courage. Why not fight fire with fire? There was 
everything to gain; she was fighting for Raynond, and she 


would have to let Dorse know just how he stood in her 
thoughts. Here they had a witness. Lawyer Morse knew that 
Dorse was guilty or he would not have offered the bribe 
money. With a heroic effort born for the minute, Olive 
Gecided that she would take the offensive and offer no 
quarter. 

“Howdy, Mr. Davis; no, don't go, What I have to say 
concerns you as Well as myself and others. No, thank you, 
Mr. Morse, I'll just stand.“ She refused to be seated, for 
she remembered reading somewhere that the person standing 
@lways had the advantage in an argument. 

116711 aot take me long to say what I've got to say. 
i have heard it doesn't matter how that there is to be 
or nas been issued à warrant for the arrest of Raymond 
Owens for the burning of the Free School on Troublesone 
where I have been teaching. I happen to know that Raymond 
Owens had nothing to do with it. Also, I know that a cer- 
tain young nan who left Singing School that night set fire 
to @ pile of debris he had placed in it the afternoon be- 
fore when he went down the creek supposedly to borrow a 
lantern." 

Dorse's face paled as she went firmly on. “I also 
happen to know that the family, for the most part, of this 
young man have utmost confidence in him; and that anything 


do the contrary that would be revealed would literally 
break their hearts. I would not want this young man to be 
ruined, but I would like t have your advice, Mr. Morse, 

as to the correct path to pursue in teaching this young man 
that he must have respect for the rights of others and the 
Lau- and that he must not rely on the law of force to 

ere ap what he wishes. I have it within ay power to have 
him errested on evidence that I did not willingly collect 
or even try to, but I do not wish to ruin this young man's 
chances for future success if he has learned his lesson. 

i realize that if he hasn't, he may resort to a gun to take 


the life of ome or more parties concerned in this, but some- 
how, I have always had enough confidence in his ability to 
think for himself, to believe that he will not be so fool - 
hardy; for shooting 8111 settle nothing and just bring un- 
happiness to three femilies.” Olive looked direetly at 
Lawyer Morse and Dorse Davis, realizing thet they both knew 
of whom she wae apesiking as plainly as if she had pointed 
to Loree and seid, “Thou art the mans | 


"Perhaps you could advise me as to the proper course 
to pursue, both of you I mean; or would you like to have 
time to think it over and give me your decision at an early 
Gate? I*11 be at call any time.” 

Olive peused; never in her life had she made such a 


long speech. Yould it work? Hed she appealed to the dest 
that there was in Dorse ~ or would he resort to violence 
and shoot both her and Raymond? She could net know; she 
eould only hope that reason would predominate over the oid 
method of shooting it out. If so, she felt that her short 
stay in the community on Troublesome Creek might be for 
good efter alle She had never known Lawyer Morse to be 
without @ reply before but his breath was coming shortly. 
Dor se was now red in the fade, but he managed to choke out 
his thoughts. 

"Il understand yuh, Miss Olive. iI*11 tell Lawyer Norse 
whut I think, and he kin let yer know later." 

The lawyer nodded. Olive mans ged to walk firmly and 
ecaumandingly to the door and cut of the Court House, She 
hed risked all. Would it be for vietory or defeat? *To 
the vie ter“, an old school motto flashed through her 
thoughts. Yes, to the victor ~~ belonged the spoils". With 
that she bolstered up her sinking courage on her walk hone. 
That night Olive's mother had gone to her nightnursing 
Job, and Clive wae enjoying a respite from work al though 
her mind was filled with torturing thoughts. Suppose that 
Dorse had met Feynond and his father on the return trip and 
the temptetion to use his gun had congueredl It was time for 


lawyer Morse to report. Just as she had replenished 


the fire for perhaps the fourth time and swept the hearth, 
she heard rapid footsteps approach the door. She tensed 
herself, smoothed her hair, and threw back her shoulders, 
assuming as bold a front as she could in order to receive 
Lawyer Morse and his decision. With the opening of the 
door, her stiffness crumpled; for there stood Raymond Owens 
with that little quizzical smile that he always met her with, 
as a fellow-student, the previous year when they had been 
such pals. 

"Raymond I didn’t think it wes you.“ Tears came to 
her eyes. But, I'm so glad it is. I was expecting --" 

"Yes, I know, dear." He was inside the door. "Your 
were expecting a rather important message --- Fell, I an 
the one to deliver it to you, personally. Let's sit down." 

Tou siean thet Lawyer Morse told you of ~ of my visit?" 
Her voice trembled. 

res, and I think it's about the bravest thing I've 
heard of for a long time; best of all, it got results." He 
took her hands. “I want to ask your forgiveness for doubt~ 
ing you, Glive. I guess I wes just ~ just plain jealous. 
I can't blame Dorse for wanting my girl. Honey, don't cryl 
Leughi You see, you have done more for the community than 
we dared think. You have kept Dorse’s respect even in his 
utter defeat. He's decided to go to Southern Indiana and 


start a new life. His withdrawal will clear up all doubts, 
but yet save his family from utter mistrust of hin.“ 

"and ou you * igein that eld school motto flash~ 
ed through her mind; a twinkle orept into her eyes. “you, 
as the Jie tor will--". 

Hic smile answered hers, "Will lain the spoils; and 
this time, it is the richest treasure in the whole county. 
Olive, we'll be victors together; we'll win back that 
levely wooded hillside for our future home, and e'l] fight 
hand in hand for all that is just and honorable for our 
people in the hills. It vont t be long until they 11 recog- 
nize us as their friends, and thet takes in dear old Dad 
who has stood by me in this crisis and who has neve lost his 
faith in the development of the hill country even when his 
enemies burnsd his lumber nile.“ 

Fron her refuge in his arms Olive brushed avey another 
tears | 

"And pray for whom is that tear shed, my sweet?" asked 
Raymond in mock gallantry. 

With an almost guil ty omile, she whispered, For Dorse~ 
it is sush a bitter pill for him to swallow ~ but mostly for 
Minner or Maynard, I should say lle was so sure I would 
marry Dor se.“ 

rer the firat time, Olive had the opportunity or con- 


fiéime in Reynoni all the hopes and fears that head been 
plemted in her breast beemuse of the confession of Kurt 
anil Mimmer thet lest afternoon in the Free School thet now 
ley in ashes on the the fork of Nigger Brench end Troublesone 
Greck, he curtain was now deneendng on the drome that had 
its incitement at that moment, end Olivets breast was filled 
with complete satiefaction, 

"Po the Vietor", The Raymond as his lips elaine 
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MEBTIN® HOUSE FEUD 


Preacher Newton guided his white mule around the 
deepest mudhole in the descent to Buck Creek, never losing 
his dignity nor composure. His mule could ford as deep « 
stream as any mule in the mountains, This Sunday af ter- 
noon the water ran with unusual rapidity, but "Snow" kept 
her footing. safely up on the other bank, Preacher Newton 
let his mule rest while he fooussed his attention on the 
object of his journey ~ 4 long-negleeted Mee tin“ meena 
It wes & weathered, blackened board structure with 4 tin 
roof and a high foundation of sturdy piles set deep in 
the ground so close to the junction of Buck Creek and Pos~ 
sua Branch that at High Tide“ the water ran beneath the 
floor. The Windows were planked up now, and the board 
steps were rickety. An outsider would never guess by the 


appearance of the building the original purpose for which 

it was built. 
A pussled look crept over nn e race. 

faking off his hat, he ran his fingers through his thin 

gray hair in contemplation. The erection of tnis, the 

only church house for miles, had been the last community 


enterprise that he could remember and the last public 


mee ting for worship four years ago had gotten out of bounds 
and ended in a shooting Serapeé.e No one had been killed, 
but ever since that day, the building had been a source of 
trouble and contention in this mountain seighborhood, 
especially between America Plummer and Amands Drake. wer 
since America's husband hed been wounded in that 'ne tin“ 
house fracas", the church house had been a “hateful” object 
to her to be endured. She had tirelessly endeavored to 
get Amanda's consent to ite being moved to a different 
leeation. Amanda sas just as determined that the Meetin’ 
House that her dead husband hed built and preached in 
should Ten where he had placed it. Only tao original 
members of the church were living, Ameande Drake and 
Preacher Neu ton. S did the dictating; he wes merely 

the voles. As such, he wes to confer this afternoon with 
bryce and America Plummer, ure“ for short, whose 
residence was adjacent to the Meetin’ House, 

When Preacher Res ton halloed outside the fence of the 
Plummer yard, there was no response except from two shaagy 
dogs that bounded down the cement walk, the only one of ita 
kind thet side of the County Seat, sixteen miles eway. 
another elle“ only increesed the barking of the dogs. 

He turned his attention across the road to the Plummer 
store and Post office, half expecting to see “Murky” 
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Waiting on à eus tomer. 

"Lookin' fur someone, Preacher?" A voice from behind 
startled him out of his reverie. He turned in surprise to 
see Tup Watkins of Meetin' House Hill. 

"Why yes. You don't know where Bryce and Murky are; 
do you, Tup?" 

“Didn't you see em go down the creek past yore place 
this mornin’ ‘bout the time the train blowed? I heerd 
they wuz goin’ down to the County Seat to git Reece Hollon. 
‘Member Reece; donteha, Preacher?” 

"Why yes; he's that orphan boy Bryce bailed out o“ 
jail and took to work fur hin. He seemed real devoted to 
Bryce and Murky; then he ups an' runs away --" Preacher 
Newton checked himself. It was not wise to talk very free- 
ly to Tup Watkins of Meetin’ House Hill though it was often 
advantageous to learn the current gossip from one so ideally 
located to keep a check on the movements of those who lived 
in this narrow valley where there were neither roads, 
tel ephones, sevepepers, mr rad 108. 

Tup Watkins smiled broadly; it was his policy to be 
friendly to everyone even to Preacher Newton whom he dis- 
liked heartily. He could learn so nuch more in that way. 

Don — 25 reckon, Preacher, that Murky sent that 3ail- 
bird outen here fur some purpose; happened right after he's 


in that shootin’ scrape with Press at ‘lection time in 
this very Meetin' House - I do, an’ I says they's bringing 
him back fur no good. I says, Look out whin Press comes 
up agin hin ——“ 

"You yammer too much, Tup Watkins," warned Preacher 
Newton, but Tup caught the gleam of interest in his ey eS. 

18 t thought you'd like to know Murky and Bryce“ 8 
gittin’ all the help they kin. Yist' day, they had a sur- 
veyor feller out here a~drivin' stakes all up an! down an’ 
around the Meetin' House. The main line o stakes come 
up to pret nigh four feet of the front steps." Tup leaned 
indolently against the door of the Plummer store and spat 
tobacco juice at random. 

“Frum whut p'int did they measure, up?“ Preacher 
Newton was plainly concerned. 

„gain t tell, Preacher. hin I come up, they pulls 
the stakes out quicker'n yuh could say, Scat!“ Tup felt 
he could now fish for another bit of information. I heerd 
you uns weg go'h’ to move the Meetin’ * ‘way frum 
Murky's front door. Shore would tickle her ifen yuh did.“ 

“You heared wrong then, Tup Watkins. Better take keer 
how you go messin’ in other folks“ affairs.” Preacher 
Newton was obviously ruffled. He found it difficult to 
maintain his dignity as he set his mule in motion. There 


was only one thing that he sould do in order to accomplish 
the purpose of this trip on which Amande Drake had dis- 

pa tohed him. fhe first alternative, talking to the 
Plummers, was impossible now thet Bryce and Murky had 

gone so far as to all in an outeider to eid them in their 
Schemes, Besides, the Preacher's “fichtin’ dender“ was 
up. If Bryee end Murky Plummer thought they'é take the 
question of the boundary to lew, held“ sehen en“ they 
dan t have a leg to stand on. Ko ome could disprove 

that the ground underneath the Meetin' House belonged to 
him and Amanda Drake alone., He had the deed for it in 

his pocket along with a notice that Amends had composed 
and written out for him to use in case the Plumsers did 
not agree to her terme. Amanda's idea of calling a Free- 
for*all" Meetin’ was the only solution left now, he felt. 
In that way they could swing the neichborhood's sentiment 
in their favor. Murky wouldn't dare “buck" the entire 
country~side; neither could she best“ Amenda's plan if 
they stayed up all night thinking. 

Preacher Newton guided Snow around the Meetin' House 
to the steps af ter he had observed the marks of dis turb- 
ance in the soil near the side of the building, realising 
that every action wae being observed by Tup. So much the 
better to have Tup on hand to spread the news about the 


„Free- for-all Meetin’™ the next afternoon. He drew forth 
from his pocket the written notice and « hammer and nails. 
«uiekly posting Amanda's notice, he urged his mule back 
across Buck Creek and soon disappeared behind a clump of 
willows. Tup noticed that when he reached the ford that 
was visible, he turned in the direction of Amenda Drake's 
home instead of his own. With a smile of setisfaction, 
fup lost no time in reading the notice. As he started up 
Possum Branch to disseminate the fresh news", Tup was in 
his element. ‘things were moving on Buck Creek and Possum 
Branch. He felt it in the airs Just wouldn't Murky be 
“riled"? He never hed like her since she threatened to 
have him jailed because he stole her eggs and exchanged 
them at the store for tobacco. He decided it icht be a 
good thing to inspect his ole“ shot-gun up home. He hed 
noticed that Mur y kept here in the s tore when Sryce was 
gone to the County Seat. 

Before Bryce Pluumer end his wife and young Reece 
Rollon, their werd, hed reached their home that Sunday 
evening, they dad been infomed of the Free-for- ell 
Meetin’'* to be held the next afternoon, A shudder went 
through America's slight frame. She could still see in 
her memory Bryce lying on the floor wounded at the lest 
“Pree-foreall" Preaching four years ago. When they were 


alone that night, the stalwart Bryce assured her that 
nothing could forward their plans any more than this meet- 
ing -~ if they managed it just right. He would attend, 
and she could keep the store open the next afternoons. 
Accordingly, the next day as entire families errived 
at the Meetin’ House, America watehed nervously from the 
store window for the arrival of Amanda Drake who would be 
sitting flat in a wagon bed on a huge pillow becawe of 
her great weight. If she appeared, America was ready at 
a minute's notice to lock up and go over to the meetings 
Otherwise, she felt sure that Bryce could handle Preacher 
Newton; also, an official from the County Seat wae to be 
there. She knew that Bryce's offer would be generous; 
that there should be no trouble unless it was S tar ted by 
their cousin, Press Plummer, who had recently moved back 
on his father's place directly across Possum Branch, He 
seemed determined to pick up the gauntlet of the old family 
misunderstanding since he hed quit work and taken to drink 
Ang. He and fup Watkins were entirely "too thick”. 
america did not trust either one; they vere sorry“ fellows; 
and laziness irked her as nothing else could. She was a 
wiry little body, able to stand more work than two ordinary 
women. Although America Plummer was better educated than 
the average in the valley, her learning had only made her 


dissatisfied with her lot; it had not given her a vision 
of how she could help the less for tuna te. Instead she had 
longed to move to town to a better environment, but Bryce's 
@ppointment as Postmaster and his success in making money 
through his tenant-farners held them there. Frustrated 

in the hope of moving away, America became obssessed with 
the idea of improving the place so that when their daughter 
should come home from college, their mode of living would 
not de a disgrace to her. To that end, she had accomplish- 
ed the addition of the walks and the better type furnish- 
ings in the house, as well as having gas piped from an old 
gas well over the hill. But with each new improvement, 

she and her neighbors had become just a little more widely 
separated; for their plank cabins and meager furnishings 
could never be otherwise. She did not realise how resent~ 
ful Bryce's tenant-farmers were because he did not nend 
their leaky roofs and add necessary outbuildings. The 
last ambition that had possessed Americas was the removal 
of the old, blackened Meetin' House that obstructed their 
view down the valley. Her plen for the effecting of this 
had been blocked at every turn by ande Drake, not openly 
but under cover. America herself had recently hit upon a 
perfectly fair, legal, indisputable way of ridding herself 
of an “eye~sore"™ that had been practically in their front 


yard ever since she and Sryce were married. She feared 
only one thing in the working out of her scheme; it was 
the machinations of the green- eyed“ monster of jealousy. 

America's thoughts were hal ted by the chenting, un- 
duleting strains of the favorite song of the hilis, "Shake 
Hands with Mother up Mere“, She quickly moved to the 
platform in front of the store. ‘There vas not a person 
outside the church surely an unusuel cecurrence for that 
neighborhood. It wes time for the mail-bey from the 
County Seat with the written report from the Recorders 
As the lest welling notes from the church died away, she 
wae convineed that Amanda had decided to leave the execut~ 
ion of her purpose to the Preacher. She could visualize 
Preacher Newton wiping his eyes as he arose to speak. 

That was exactly what Preacher Newton was doing. He 
wes Mad that someone hed called for the song that was 
the "stand-by of funeral preachin's” as it gave him his 
cue for starting the business part of the meeting, The 
presence of the official had nade hin undecided as to how 
to proceed. As he rose with great solennity, there was a 
tensenes in the air as sell as one of expectancye Many 
had been the rumors thet Murky had said the kestin“ House 
must be moved and that Mandy was just as determined that 
1t should not bee Preacher Newton opened the meeting wi th 


the same nasal twang that he used in sermonigzing while 
the crowd listened avidly to his remarks. Even Tup Watkins 
of Meetin’ House Hill desisted in voicing his opinions to 
Press Plummer and others of his ilk that were lounging 
near the windows where some of the planks had been removed. 
“ah yes, my friends,“ Preacher Newton intoned, “many 
ef yore mothers air up there in the buryin’ ground on 
Meetin’ House Hill; they've been carried from this secred 
spot to their last uh ~ resting place and ah ~ friends 
and neighbors, we expect to shake hands with our mothers 
‘Up Ther'.” He pointed upwards. Little Addie Col man 
sobbed aloud; for her mother had been the last one to be 
buried in the neighbor hood. Preacher Newton felt reassur- 
ed. as Preacher Newton went on in a more business-like 
tone, he noted the scowl on Bryce's face. “You all know 
we purpose of this meetin' that concarns every person in 
this hyer valley. A question has come up bout the ground 
on which this hyer keetin! House sets, this wer church 
that was built fur us by our beloved Brother Drake who is 
now resting up thar on the hill. He sacrificed to buy this 
plot of ground ata big price for the express purpose of 
vin“ you folke « place to hold meetin's. ‘There's bin 
eonsiderable ~ ah talk ‘bout movin’ it away from the 
spot where Preacher Drake an' your mammys and pappys built 


hit. Non, I A only fair way is to find out 
what you'uns right Wer in this neighborhood wishes. 0“ 
course the charter members has the final say~so. I might 
state that the Hin- folks of our deceased Brother Drake has 
expressed theirselves as wishin’ the Meetin' House to stay 
where he put hit, ah- with the help of yore pappys and mam- 
mys. Ye'td be proud to hear frum Uncle Henry Walters - 

how he feels bout moving the keetin“ House away.“ 

Before Uncle Henry could edge his way through the 
erowd, Bryce Plummer shot to the front like a plummet. 
“preacher, I object agin’ any further proceedin's till I 
give yer my ideas. It's my property an' yours, Preacher, 
that’s in question - en’ it ain't fair fur ‘tothers to 
decide --" 

There wes ea hum of disapproval at this statement, 
Uncle Henry leading in a high-pitched voice, “'Tis fair! 
We old uns worked fur to build this hyer Meetin' House 
an' we likes to have hit right hyer fur our buryin's---" 

Unele Henry*s voice was drowned in Bryce's vociferous 
one, “Uncle Henry, I ain't aimin' to take yore church way 
frum ver. But ze think it'd be a heap nicer place fur the 
church house up by the buryin ground on keetin! House 
Hill. Now, I'm offering’ to donate a strip o ground 
digger 'n this un the church is settin' on an'! I'll help 


you tear the house down and move it up there. 

Several older people protested that they could never 
climb the hill. Tup volunteered the information that the 
moving was being done to please Murky; why should she have 
all the say about their Meetin' House? This had ite effect 
on those near hime 

»Lis ten, friends and neighbors," persisted Bryce 
plumer, “Ain't I allus tried to holp you in bad times? 
I wae mighty proud to keep some of youtuns frum starvin’ 
by givin' yer groceries when you got seis I'm not 
tryin’ to get ahead of you“ uns. Whut 1 went e my own 
rights. I've had © surveyor out here and accordin' to 
his meacurin’, four feet of ground et the front of this 
church belongs fair an“ square to me and Murky. ‘The line 
from Posaum Branch Bend to the steps of the churoh falls 
four feet short of givin’ me my land *cordin’ to the deed. 
The Meetin' House is settin’ on my land. Now, you can't 
move the house tother way - or you'll back hit up in the 
creek, and 4 High Tide d take it out shore. So, 1 think 
In offerin’ you all the best way out., You kin have a 
fair strip o land up on Meetin’ House #111 fur the church 
an“ 17/11 take this ground offen yore hands." 

Bryce's offer was on the surface very reasonable, but 
the motive back of it was mistrusted. It was true that 


iryee and Murky hed given food to various fumilies of the 
neighborhood, but when it came to disturbing one of the 
traditions] land-marke, doubt and auepicion arose in the 
ande of many. ‘The reaction was intensified by the remarks 
From those who held persenal grudges or were envious of 
the Plummer's wealth, 66 smeriea had feared. 

“Land up thar*s so rocky, Bryce can“ t raise nothin’ 
on hit,“ commented Presse Plummer with a leer. de shore 
knows how to cheat one in @ land desl, Look how he 
slickered Pappy outen his garden spote” 

“Kary other person ‘sept this surveyor felier thinks 
Bryce owns them four feet. Money makes some folks talk 
the way Bryce wante ‘em to.” 

“Bryce’s the richest nan on this creek; whet does he 
ereve them four feet fur anyway? 

Preacher Newton realised that the situation called 
for quick ation. He wanted no uproere He doubted the 
veracity of Bryce, tut the fact remaineé that the deseript- 
ions of picees of property in the mountains showed that 
the boundaries went aecording to creeks, mountain ridges, 
trees, and even waterfalls. if Possum Branch had changed 
ite course four feet, which undoubtedly vas the case, then 
the deed sas correct and Bryce's claim wae per fee tly Legal. 
tho but Murky Plumer would have thought of that? It seen 


ed that the Plummer had out-witted him and amanda after 
@ll.e If only he could talk to Handy nowl A sudden in- 
Spiration caused Preacher Newton's face to shine with con- 
fidence; it was remarkable how calm and composed he became. 
ith @ bland tone, he took up the procedure of the mecting, 
and as the murmurs subsided with the expectancy that he 
would mow call for & vote, to everyone's surprise he made 
the following announcement; 

"The purpose of this hyer meetin’ has deen fulfilled. 
1 think us cher ter menbers know whut to do. I now wishes 
to ask fur some real husky fellere to work on this hyer 
Eee tin! House tomorrer mornin', ho kin come en’? bring 
his tools!“ Preacher Newton's indirect way of teling the 
vote showed very plainly that the people of the neighbor= 
hood were not in favor of moving the chureh; for only tro 
ef the hoe boys and Tup Watkins offered te come, not thet 
Tup intended to work on anything to please Nurky, dut he 
must be there for policy's sakes 

Bryee Plummer amiled genially, promising that he and 
Reece would help tear down the building preparatory to its 
erection on the new site which he and the surveyor would 
now mark out. He hurried out to tell the waiting Murky 
how wonderfully their plan was working out. With a sigh of 
relief that there had been no shooting, America returned 


to the interior of the little store and Post Office to 

wait on expected customers. But the consternation of the 
people Was so great that few entered the store. Instead, 
they gatherea in little mots to discuss the sudden turn 

of affairs. America sensed the hostility of those who did 
dall for mail or made a purchase, but her sense of happiness 
and triumph at that moment eclipsed any doubt as to the 
success of the enterprise. The people would become re- 
eoneliled to the change after a reasonable passage of time, 
she felt sure. 

Bryce and America Plummer retired that nicht after a 
jubilation over the turn of events. Oryee hoped that they 
would soon get the church moved as the site would be an 
ideal place for him to “burn his tobaceo bed” that spring, 
but America was planning to plant flowers and strawberries 
there. Reece Hollon remained alone by the fireplace for 
some time, glumly reviewing an incident of the evening. 
Taking & short excursion about the place efter milking, 
he had run into Tup Watkins carrying a shot-gun, coming 
down Possum Branch towards Buck Creek. fTup vas very 
talkative, telling Reece how Preacher Newton had called 
him a “jeil-bird” and was “agin' hin“. Heece's slow- 
working mind did not discern that Tup was merely trying 
to engage Reece's thoughts so that he would not inquire 
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about his own presence there at thet time of night with a 
gum. Keece did not know that Tup had then gone home with 
& self-satisfied grin on his face, having ascertained thet 
Preacher Newton had gone up to Mandy's after the Free- for- 
ali“ and had stayed long enough to obtain orders for a 
month. Tup had also learned thet Press's truck had a full 
tank of gasoline and had eoneluded that Fress must be get~ 
ting ready to go somewhere as soon as the creek ran down 
enough 6o that the engine could clear the water. 

Very early the next morning, America saw Tup Le tkins 
moving slowly down Buck Creek towards the Preacher's and 


the new stretch of grading that was belng done by the 
United States government for the first road that would 
open up this little valley. She remembered thet this was 
her “mancipation Day". Mirecles did not often happen 
there, but surely the moving of the Meetin’ House was one. 
She didn't dare believe it could be true even yet. Sryce 
had laughed at her fears that morning when he left to zo 
to the County Seat to get the papers that the Aecorder had 
failed to send. Af ter her husband had gone, word came 
that the 8 Sick; accordingly Reece was dis- 
patehed with the mail. Thus America wes left alone to see 
that the important work of tearing down the church was ab- 
complished. Preacher Kewton and Tup Yatkine were the first 


to arrive at the store. 

“Howdy ea greeted the Preacher affably. 
. how we might borrow yore saw and crowbar to 
help along the work." 

AS Amerioa opened the tool shed a short distance from 
the Meetin’ House, she noticed that Press Plummer and 
severel of the neighbors from up~creek had gathered near 
the church with their tools. Apperently Bryce's and her 
plan was progressing smoothly after all. She decided that 
She would make the workers a hot drink for their lunch. 
Ehen she essured the preacher that Bryce intended to be 
back by early afternoon to help, he had replied with a 
twinkle in his eye. 

“That's jist fine, Murky. We kin make e right smart 
shon in' on the work this mornin'.* 

That morning as America went about her work first at 
the beuse, then again over at the store to wait on a 
customer, her mind was full of plans. During the course 
of the morning a rather disturbing occurrence had been re- 
ported to her by one of the men who came to the well for 
a drink. 

"Tup Watkins wug a-seyin’ somebody stole gasoline 
from the Road Workers' tank down-ereek, an“ that the 


gov'mint’s goin’ to send out some fellers to git finger= 
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prints of all of us'uns on the creek." 

America had responded with feigned unconcern, “You 
can't believe half of what Tup says. How are you coming 
along with the taking down of the roof? Do you have it 
about all off? Seems to me you're making enough noise.” 

"The roofts not off yit. Preacher Newton's the boss, 
you know, an! he says we're goin't to do the work in sect- 
ions. Ry job's bin sawin' the tin roof off back bout 
four feet. So, I wuz makin' ell thet rumpus. I'd best 
be gittin' to work agin.” 

America noticed that what the worker had said was 
true. “It's a mighty queer way to take down a building,” 
she said half aloud to herself as she went to the store 
to get some coffee to boil for the nen. But then Preacher 
Newton never wes any hand to boss practical work. Bryce 
shouldn't have gone off, today of sll days. He would 
kaow how to manage the roof in at least two sections." 

At noon when America went to take the men s pot of 
Steaming coffee, they had all disappesred. A feeling of 
suspicion took hold of her. Bryce should not have been so 
confident all was well. She looked eghest at the butcher=- 
ing way they had started to tear down the church. The 
front part of the Meetin' House had been sawed off even 


with the line where the surveyor's stakes had been driven. 
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The tin from the roof, and the boarde, and steps had been | 
placed inside the remainder of the structure. The entire 
end of the building was open and exposed to the weathers 
America watched anxiously for Bryce and Reece that 
evening. Wo one had come back to finish taking down the 
building. 4 firm conviction seized her mind that this 
was Preacher Newton's scheme for pleasing Mandy Drake. 
Bho else but Mandy would have thought of such a scurvy 
triok! me Preacher did not intend to remove the rest of 
the building. There it stood all the more “hateful” and 
ugly to her, a eut-in- tio church that would do no one 
any good. Now it would probebly never be used for any- 
thing but elections which were always times of drinking, 
gambling, and shooting. She recognized that Preacher 
Newton had satisfied the law, but he had not yielded one 
inch in his implacable nature. she feared the consequences 
when Bryce should return and see the utter defeat of their 


plans. His explosive temper was not to be reckoned with. 
Again she shuddered as she recalled the memory of him lying 
on the floor of the Meetin' House with bliced over his 
Shirt. She looked the store and waited by the front door 
of their home as the sun retreated behind Neetin' House 
Hill. When Reece returned alone that night, he found her 
still dy the front door, gun in hand. 


“where's Bryce“ queried America anxiously. 

“Sed luek, Miz Plummer. UBryce's leg got hurt when his 
hoes pltched fvorrard an! throwed hime Doe's taken him to 
the hospital. 

“But, Reece, of all times, we need him now. Preacher 
Ren ton didn't move the church house, He had only four feet 
is front sawed off Just for spite work. Mandy's to blame, 
i know an there's sore trouble efoot. Just awhile ago 
someone came aneakin“ around here between the store and 
thet big tree. i shot at him, Reece. I must have been 
nervous With everybody gone; I just couldn't help ite Dont 
Soles know they should keep away from government postoffices 
anyway We'li heave to keep guard tonight, I'm afraid.“ 
4meriea paused for breaths. 

"Don't wearry yore se' 5 Plummer. Every thing 11 
de all right jist so that Tup Watkins don’ show his feces. 

i don't like hin. When he gested I wanna whale away 
ant lembast him so hard, he'll hold his tongue a spell = 
trouble is he makes me 30 mad I say what I ortn't to." 

"Oh, Reece, are you going to act unwisely so that 
you'll heve to leave again?" 

"Ho, Miz Pluemer, I won't say nothin’ ien I have to 
bite my tongue off but 1 don't like that fup Watkins. 
111 finish the chores now. Did yuh milk yit?* 


“No. I didn't dare leave this front door after 1 
shot at the man-person that was foolin' around the store. 
Did you notice anything or anybody as you came past the 
Meetin’ House?” 

» passed Press. He waz comin' long smokin’ a cigar- 
ette. hin I told him bout Bryce not bein’ able to ride 
on his hoss, he offered to take his truck an“ go in after 
him. Reekon he'd jist had a drink or he wouldn't acted 
so friendly." Reece turned to go out the frontdoor to 
get his horses 

„press couldn't go after anyone. He —— has any 
gas in his truck. Well, 111 get you a bite of supper 
before you milk, Reece.” America moved in the opposite d 7 
rection from Reece going down the long hall towards the 
Well to get a fresh pail of water. She noticed a reddish 
glare in the sky thet reflected on the mounteinside; it 
was much Lighter out than it had been, “Surely no one 
was burning à tobacco bed this early in the season,” She 
though te 

AS she set the bucket down by the well curb, Reece 
dame hurtling from the front of the house. “Mig Plummer, 
the church house is on fire. Where's the gun? it's 
going up in smoke so fest; it*s goin’ to o teh the tool 
shed on fire; and, if the wind raises, hit*ll take the 


whole place. Quick - Shoot§ Shoot fur help!“ 

“Gun's by the front doort" gasped America. “You 
shoot - & lot of tines Hurry! Oh, my God, what will we 
dor They didn’t want the Meetin' House moved - will they 
help save my place? Someone's trying to burn us out.“ 

She rushed around the house penic~stricken. She could 
hear Reece shooting. 

The fire was gaining rapid headway; it seemed thet the 
entire interior had been satwrated with explosive material~ 
so quickly was it being consumed, Sparks were der ting to“ 
wards the tool shed. She rallied her strength. 

“Here, Reece, I'l] take that gun now; you get the 
tools out of the shed before it oa tohes afire ~ end we'll 
have to get some wet gunny sacks for the roof of the house. 
Oh, why doesn’t someone come to help? Why do we have to 
live in such a country anyway? If Bryce were only herel" 

Running towards the shed for sacks, she shot the gun 
as rapidly as she could. ‘hen back at the well, she 
worked the windlass frantically, drawing water and empty~ 
ing it in a tub to wet the sacks. “Would Reece never get 
through at the tool shedi* she put the gun inside the 
kitehen door, and grabbing as many wet sacks as she could 
carry, she stumbled around the house into the full glare 
of me fire. Figures were now gathering from out the 


darkness. The first person that she met wae Press. 


"Oh, Press,” she pleaded, “Please help save our house. 
Don't think about the bad things between you and Bryce now." 


"Sure, 111 eousing I'1] he'p litle cousin. Always 
aid like litle Murky." Press had had just enough drink 
to make him obliging if one humored hin. 

“Well, then, Cousin, please elimb up this trellis and 
put these wet sacks on the front poreh shingles." 

“Here, lemme do it,” offered Tup Watkins who appeared 
almost simultaneously with Preacher Newton. 

"One of you go help Reece get the tools out of the 
shed + and, for pity's sake, let the Sorses and cow out in 
the pas ture. More fol ke were coming now. “Tet secks in 
tub by well." America's knees suddenly refused to hold 
her up, and she sank to the ground as Press's young wife 
came up with the baby in her arms. It was the first time 
ashe had been in Murky's yard. 

there vas a terrific crash as the entire tin roof 
erumled and smashed down toward the “creesk~side" of the 
church. Sparks shot with inereasing intensity over the 
buildings. All were sow engaged in fighting out the little 
fires thet were kindled by the sparks. Americe roused up 
with the crash and began to moan. “They'll think I did it. 
Before God, I didnt ti You folks know I wouldn't risk burn 
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int my whole place just to-“ She again sank into un- 
consciousness, and the neighbor women managed to get her 
to the couch on the front porch. 

Just before the last flemes died down into smoldering 
enbers, alnost as many people were at the Meetin' House 
site as had been at the Free- for -a“ meeting the pre“ 
vious day. Many and dering were the suggestions concern= 
ing the origin of the fire. Some insisted on going after 
the blood hounds; others thought it was a judgment for 
their “giving up meetin's on Sunday". Preacher Newton 
listened much, but said little; hie mind was busy oon] ee t“ 
uring as to the guilty person. Coming around to the 
"“ereek-side" of the building where the tin roof had been 
hurled, he suddenly noticed under the edge of the erumpl ed 
mass, a ba ttered, dented, burned tin pail; it was differ“ 
ent from those usually used for water in the Meetin’ Houses 
How Gould it have come therel Assuring himself that no 
curious person was watching him, he quickly Secured 4 
pole with which he edged the bucket from under the tin 
roof and down into the water. When it was cool enough to 
hendle, he carefully put it in one of the burlap sacks he 
had been using to beat out flemes with and attached it to 
the saddle on “Snow” that he had tethered under the willows 
donn the ereek some distance from the church house Gites 


After this discovery, Preacher Newton determined that he 
would be the leet one to leave, but it eas a long wait; 
for it eeemed that others had decided to do the same, 
Inge, he made a move to talk to Americe, but she was sure 
rounded by exoited women. Upon finding no further evidence, 
he hurried home to examine carefully the indented trade 
mark on the peil in order to solve the mystery as to who 
burned the keetin! Houses 

Preucher Nes ton wae not the only one "eonjee turin?” 
thet nights Amerios's mind was especially ative, after 
Reece had reported an incident of the evening to her and 
Nessie, Dryce’s e ter, tho was to stay with them until 
Bryce should return. 

„1% Jest olimbed up the ledder on 'tother side of the 
tool shed to see tin the roof had quit asokin'. Jist am I 
stuck my head over the edge of the roof, 1 saw Preacher 
Newton e~érag¢in' somethin’ kinda bulky outen the burned 
timbers an“ take hit down to the creek. He didn’t go richt 
eme then, but he jist rep“ hangin“ areund till the last 
Yan had gone. 

Strone suspicion seized America's mind. It wee intens 
Sified the next morning then she san fup fatkine etirring 
around the charred timbers of the burned building with 3 
long pole and poking in the bushes slong the creck. she 


remembered that Tup and the Preacher had appeared at the 
fire together. 

That day Bryce's sister, Bessie, ves so nervous that 
she could imagine many things. But there was no imaginat- 
ion about the sudden entrance of little Vernon Roe about 
noon all breathless with a piece of paper which he poked 
into her hand without a word and then dashed down in the 
declivity of the creek and disappeared. Bessie took it to 
Ameriea in the store who immediately locked up and went to 
call Reece in from the field. 

When they were inside the house, America drew the 
blinds and, standing in the center of the front room, read 
the note; 

net uns don't want to git mixed up in any fudin', but 
we know that the Preacher sent Press up to Mandy's this 
mornin' Press is packin' a gun ant accusin' the feller 
that stays with you'uns of burnin! the Meetin' House, 
Right smart lot of folks thinks es how you uns had some- 
thing to do with the burnin'. (This ein't who you think 
it is a-writin'.)* 

"Reece," ejaculated America before he had time to com- 
ment, I can't let you go on doing the outside work wi th 
Press and Tup both carrying guns; they had them in the 
Store this morning when they came in together. I was so 


excited I handed Tup the wrong kind of tobacco, and when 


I asked them if they had much Iuek hunting, up grinned 

and said, de got to tree our game first, Miz Plummer." 

I don't blame you for not liking thet Tup va tæi us, Reece, 
but whatever they say to you, you've got to keep your mouth 
closed, at least till Bryce gets home. Those two fellous 
are in cahoots with Preacher Newton and Mandy. I can’t 
figure out why Press should take such an ective interest 
in church affairs unless it’s just to spite Bryce.” 

“I heerd him say once that he'd like to have that old 
Meetin' House to start up 4 saloon in, expleined Reece. 

A new fear gripped America’s heart. ‘The land still 
belonged to Amanda Drake and Preecher Newton. Yould they 
now retaliate by permitting Press to build a saloon there? 
In that case she would go personally to Mendy and protest. 

Bessie's quavering voice brought Americats thoughts 
back to present difficulties. “if it's not safe fur Reece 
to work outside in the field, maybe he could sleep in the 
daytime and then guard at night. I rolled the ies ad 
last night fraid they'd set the house a fire. ‘Leastways, 
I'd feel safer with a man inside. 

Reece protested, “Sut, Mia Plummer, ifen I hide out, 
hit'll look like I'm guilty ~ like the note seys they's 
suspicionin' me. I ain't afesared uv ary person. I ain't 


@feared to face en. 


However, in response to America's plea that it was 
for their sakes, Reece promised to stay in until Bryce 
should return. That afternoon Americe left one zun by the 
front door for Bessie who vowed she was too nervous to 
shoot; she took the other gun to the store. The af ternoon 
dre gged on; all day but very few had come past the store 
or stopped; then they seemed in a hurry to complete their 
purehases, saying very little. Acoordingly, America was 
lad to welcome two friends of Bryce's, officials from 
the Gounty Seat, about the middle of the afternoon. They 
brought the message from Bryce that he would be able to 
eome home in @ day or 80. 

“Bryce wanted me to inquire about the moving of the 
church,” commented Grimes, the elder, "Looks like it had 
been moved for good. That's about all we've been hearing 
of to-day is the 'cut-in-two', burned-up Meetin' House. 

Do you suppose our services might be needed in connee tion 
With thet affair, irs. Plummer, as well as finger-printing 
folks?" 

I wieh I hed the authority to enlist your help. It's 
a big worry having folks accusing us of burning the church 
especially with Bryce gone. 1 don't think Preacher Newton 
‘ll ever ask an officer to help hime He usually takes 


things in his own hands and you don't know whet to expect. 
What luck have you hed in getting folks“ finger-pri nts?" 

“There are just two who have evaded us so far that 
youne fellow up on the hill - Tup - somebody, and this 
man just below you." 

"Oh, you mean Tup Yatkine end press Plummer ~- Now, 

I see why they diseppeared up-ereek this morning,” ex- 
plained America. Her eyes Schone excitedly. “Fellows, I 
delieve I can help you out. I think I have two objcote 
from which you might get their finger-prints. EHore's a 
pack of cigarettes thet Tup handled ane here's 6 letter 
Press stamped and meiled after the mail~boy Was gone. 
Gould they do any good?" 

“Would they de any good, Mra. Plummer? We'll have to 
appoint you our assis tant-deputy for this, I think we 
ean call our day's work sampleted, Dawson, 8S soon aS We 
examine this truck down the road a Little more.” 

“That truck belongs to Press,” volunteered Americas 
“He usually can't keep enough gas in it to go to town since 
he took to drinking; so they travel mostly by mule.” 

“Yum, taat's queert" remarked Dawson. “When I ine 
ves ti ga ted awhile ago, the tank was almost full. Better 
look into this; hadn't we, Grimes?” 


ise 


as the officers left the store, America decided that 

she must see Amanda Drake and appeal to her not to let 

Press have the church house site for a saloon. If he were 

as lewless as he seemed to be lately, there would be a 

continual disturbance right under their noses, Perhaps 

that was the clever but dreadful scheme ~ if they couldn't 

burn them out to drive her and Bryce from the neighbor- 

hood. When America locked up the store and went to the 

house for supper, she met a white~faced Bessie who told 

how Tup and Press had been standing at the pasture bars 

with their guns when she went af ter the cow, Evidently, 

they were "laying" for Reece. | 
& few minutes later while they sere seated at 8 | 


supper table, Tup and Press came past “shooting~up” 
the place, laughing and talking boisterously.e America 
extinguished the light and hurried to a peep-hole in the 
front room. She could easily hear Press bragging loudly. 
"Guess we gave the Law the slip thet time, eh, Tup? 
You know what ~ I'm shore gonna git hold of that picce 
o' dirt. the Meetin' House stood on jist to spite Murky 
n BryGee Cone on over an“ have 6 drink, Tup. ‘Ole 
woman's gone. 
So - Press was expecting trouble over the zeetin“ 
House site when Bryce should return and had sent his wife 


and baby out of harm's way! When America returned to the 
supper table, she announced her determination of going up 
to Amanda Drake's that night. Before she could don her 
riding W Newton rode up to the front gate 
and “halloed"” with great authority. America shooed 
Reece up the back stairs, stationed Bessie at the peep- 
hole with a gun and then e opened the front door. 

“Murky, I wants to ax' you & question," demanded 
Preacher Newton. 

"All right, but you'll have to come inside, Down 
Ramblers Down Jimi" 

Amerioa quieted the dogs as Preacher Newton dismounted 
end tethered "Snow". America noticed that he carried some~ 
thing bulky in a burlap sack as he aveppes on the porch. | 
The Preacher could not remember when he had been in such 
a nisely furnished house; and for a moment, he stood just 
a little abashed. 

"Now, Murky, you know how concarned I em over the 
bur nin“ of our ome and only Meetin' House. I have looked 
at the question frum all sides --" He cleared his throat. 
1 ˙* not blemin' Bryce, fur 1 think he rally thought as 
how we wuz intendin' to move the Meetin' House. You see, 


Murky, that wus jest my way of findin’ out whet folkses 


van ted. I does the best I kin to please my neighbors. 


Now, the night of the fire I wuz doin’ some figgerin’ on 
my own an' I found somethin! which I took keer of. As 
I wuz plenty busy in town today tekin' keer of some legal 
matters, I couldn't git hyer any sooner. Now, 1 got jist 
one question to ax yer." 

America had opened her mouth several times to inter- 
rupt. Now, she hastened to interpose. Preacher, if 
you're trying to place blame on ne, you'd just better -~-" 
Her eyes flashed fire. 

“Now, Murky, how do you account fur this hyer bucket 
of yours dein! in the Meetin' House the night of the fire? 
I fished it out from under the tin roof where it was stuck 
between a j'ist and the tin." He produced the bucket and 
showed her the indented advertising. 

America was totally unprepared for such a questions 
She had not missed the pail; her mind was in confusion. 

“Comet Comel Don't look so scared what yuh got to 
say? Ain't this yore bucket?" 

"It is or was," admitted America. “We used it to 
mix bran for the calf." 

“and jist who did this mixin’? queried Preacher Ren- 
ton with a self-satisfied smirk on his face. 

"Why, Reece cares for it when Bryce is away.” 


“Then more'n likely Reece knows jist how this hyer 


pail happened to be in the Neetin’ House the night hit 
burned; don't you think so, Murky? 

“Ho, I don't, Preacher Newton. I remember now that I 
fed the calf myself early that . Reece was late 
getting back from carrying the mail. ‘Someone wanted me at 
the store, and I curried this pail with me over there 
and put it on the platform of the store. Tha t's the last I 
had it, and Reece never had it afterwards." 

"But maybe you know how hit got into the Meetin' House, 
*?eas full of gasoline, no doubt, to make sich u force as 
to piteh it onto a jist.” 

"I don't know anything about that pail efter I set 
it on the platform of the store, but I have an ides that 
the fellow that was . the store early in 
the evening might know something about it. 1 shot at hime 
That person couldn’t have been you; could it, Preacher? 

i don’t see a bullet hole in your hat, but you nicht have 
chenged your hat." 

Preacher Newton elmost lost his self-control; his face 
flushed. He stemmered a little. "Wal, now, kurky thet 
turns thing round « leetle. I wa'n't figgering on any- 
thing like that happenin'. I guess i jist cal la ted afore 
I Knew all the fac's in the case, But i'm *fraid there's 
& heap of others that suspect Keece too, bein“ as they 


don't trust him ‘cause he's bin in jail. if'n I sus you, 
i'd send him outen the country. I'm jist a leetle afraid 
there's goin' to be trouble that me nor you can't take 
keer of." He began to back towards the door. Tou kin 
keep the pail fur evidence, Murky, an! if'n there's any- 
thing 1 ean do to help you, i'd be proud to do hit.” 

"You can't do much now, Preacher, but you could have 
if you'd have brought this pail to me in the first place. 
Wow, you've either told ~ or let Press and Tup talk all 
over the country~side to stir folks up against Reece. 

Mey de you can do something for me thoughe I planned to 
go up to see Amanda to ask her not to sell the church 
house grounds to Press for a saloon. I want a decent 
place to live.” 

“You should à though o“ that before, Murky --" He 
considered rapidly. dist how bad do you an Bryce want 
that saloon to stay out of here? Bad enough to pay Mandy 
an? me ~ the first price on that strip of ground say, 
$250.00 7" 

And surely that's not all you want, Preacher Newton?" 
Sereasm heightened her voice. 

"No, that's not all. Mandy ant I thought thet since 
Bryce had already staked out & place up on Meetin' House 
Hill fur e new buildin', that we might as well go ahead 


and build up thar - that is, if you'd still agree to give 
us the land." 

Bryce 11 never give in to a deal like that, Preacher.” 

"I figgered you wore the britehes this tine I've 
got a deed fur this plot of ground, not ineludin' yore four 
fect, right here in my pocket. Hit's made out to Press 
Plummer-- fur him to use as he wishes - that is, onless you 
dan beat his prices Ali hit lacks is Mendy's signature, 
an’ she'll sign ‘eaisen she's the one that fixed it up 
with Press. Now, Murky, I'll give yer til tomorrer nor nin 
do make up yore mind. I ‘low Bryce'll agree with yer. 
Good-night an' I hope yuh take my advice about gettin“ 


Reece outen this part of the country." 

This time when the dogs barked at the departing "Snow", 
America did not quiet them. She was not defeated yet, even 
if Preacher Newton thought so. With determination written 
on her face, she called Bessie and Reece. “I haven't time 
to tell you everything now, but I've got to go up to Mandy's 
right away; tomorrow will be too late. You'd better watch 
very closely, both of you and whatever you do, don’t go 
outside. 1/11 be back as soon as I can." 

"I'll saddle your horse,“ volunteered Reece. 


"Better not - it won't take me long. If only Bryce 


were hex" 

america chose not to travel the creek~bed but started 
up the less-frequented trail, up over the treacherous hill- 
Side where eo male bad slid off in a High Tide and hur ti ed 
to its death; then down and across a mushyfield to emerge 
on a bridle path around “Big Mountain". Not many travel ed 
this path any more; she thought she heard horses“ hoofs 
splashing in the creek down delow her. There was just 
enough ster*light for her to discern the outline of the 
mountains, but she did not appreciate their grandeur. 

Her mind was occupied with the perplexing problem of ap- 
proaching Mandy; then if she would fail in this appeal, 
what should she do? 

It had been over « year a ines she had talked to 
Mandy Drake. She wondered why it was that each family 
lived sc much to itself. Why couldn*t they be friendlier? 
She felt that she would really like to be sociable, Thus, 
in a better frame of mind than she had enjoyed for sone 
time, merten approsehed the Drake cabin. She “helloed" 
outside; soon a lamp was lighted; a head protruded from 
a half-opened door; and a vote asked who „„ 
America know that it was not customary to Grouse anyone 
from sleep at 80 late an hour unless someone was 111 and 
needed help badly. fo Amanda, her reason for coming 


14! 
would appear utterly selfish, she knew. Yet she dismounted, 
determined to appeal to Amanda's sense of obligation to the 
young people of the valley, as a former Preacher's wifes 
Amanda was waiting at the door. 

"It's just Murky Plummer, and there's no one sick 
except Bryce and he's in the hospital, but I do have a very 
special problem I need your help on, Mandy.” 

"Wal, spit er out quick - *eaise hit's cold standing 
here." 

Amanda was not going to ask her to come in. Ghe 
would have to proceed at a disadvantage; her words came 
tumbling out in a disorganized way as she realized the 
futility of the appeal. She tried to arouse Mandy's sense 
of fairness, asking her how she would like to have a saloon 
in her own front yard. 

“Seema to me, Murky Plummer, that you'un's is allus 
gittin’ in a mess of some kind~er-other,* was Amanda's tart 
response. I stays home hyer in my own part of the kintry, 
an“ you never hears of any rumpus up hyer. Seems like some- 
thin's allus happenin’ down yore part o the creek. Any~ 
ways, hits yore kinfolks that's a-buyin' the ground an“ 
you kin talk to them. i'm goin' to beds i'm most froze." 
With that, Mendy slemmed the door on a defeated Wurky. 


The trail homeward seemed twice as long to America. 
She found it hard to fight off sleep as she was already 
numb with chill end despa ir. ‘Surely, there vas some way of 
getting out of such a hateful neighborhood. she felt that 
Wandy and the Preacher were using this bludgeon over their 
heads because of envy te force them to pay far & new Meet~ 
int House or leave the country. She and Bryce would be 
glad to help build a decent place of worship if Amanda had 
shown even a little of the spirit of generosity. mus en- 
@rossed in her thoughts, she was startled to see a light 
in the barn as her horse topped the rise“ nearest their 
store. There was also a light in the upstairs window. 
Could Bryce have come home? Her heart almost sang for joy. 
He would know what to do. She urged her horse to a little 
more repid pace, but the slippery path forbade much haste. 
Was it her imagination that she thought she saw several 
people approach and enter the barn? 

4s her horse neared the hitching post in front of the 
house, she could hear coarse voices within the barn. Her 
heart contracted; she remembered the Preacher's warning. 
bid the gang have Reece? She threw the reins over the 
hitehing post. She mat first investigate to see who was 
in the house. 

Bessie met her, gun in hand, at the front door. 


"Oh, Murky, I shot, but it didn't do a bit of good. You 
see, someone rides up near the barn ant whistles jist like 
Bryee does ant Reece thinks he's come home. He went out 
ant when I see & lot uv fellers grab him, I shot, but I was 
afraid of hittin' Reece; so I was just e~standin' hyer 
prayin' for you or Bryce or someone. What'll ve do? 90 
you think they'll kill him?” 

"Oh, nog we mustn't let them. Bessie, my trip to 
Mandy's was a failure, and ~ now, this fraces ~ my mind is 
in a whirl. 1 dont know what to do. Mereiful Heavens! 

De you suppose they're going to burn the bern, tool Did 
Reece take Bryce’s gun?“ 

“No; hyer *tis." Bessie's volce was quivering. 

"Then, you've just got to shoot some more, Bessie. 
We'll go round to the back of the barn and up into the 
loft from the outside. Men, we'll get in a place where 
ue can see the gang and not hit Reece; then we've got to 
pepper it to ‘em. ‘ie can't let them kill Reece and burn 
us out! Bessie, stop that shaking! Do you hear me? We've 
got to do itt” 

From their vantage point in the loft, the two sonen 
could see Tup and Press holding Reece's arms as he stood 
on a box with his hands tied behind his back. Another 
member of the gang was plecing a hel ter- rope around Reece's 


neck. Several others were ready to assist. 

Press was speaking. "Reece Hollon - you cleim yer 
don't know who set fire to the Meetin’ House, but you bin 
actin' so sneakin' - hidin' behind petticoats, that these 
hyer buddies of mine know yer done hit. All we want's 
yore name to this paper we got writ up. Tup, you kin read 
hit." 

Tup read slowly, “I, the undersigned, does confess 
that I set fire to the Meetin' House on Buck Creek and 
Possum Branch, the night of March 15th. I do hereby pro- 
mise to leave this part of the kintry an' never come back. 
Signed - (Reece Hollon). mar now, Reece, all we need's 
yore name er else we'll jist hist ye up. Cause you're 
goin’ to leave this hyer place one way or tother. mere 
was a triumphant leer on Tup's face as he waved the paper 
under Reece's nose. “Who's got a pened fur him to sign 
this with?" 

“Hurry up ant say what yer goin! to say, Reece Hollon, 
efore I put this hyer blindfold on yuh," commanded Press. 

America gave Bessie the signal to get ready as they 
heard Reece reply. "Fellas, I won't sign mat there paper. 
I never set fire to the Meetin’ House ~-~-" He was cut 
short by Tup. 

"Can't believe a jeil-bird enyway; string him up, 


good riddence of bad rubbish.” 

mere Was a general shout of derision that was silenc~ 
ed by a fusilade of shots from the barn lofte The fright 
ened mob stampeded towards the big door where they were 
halted by a stentorian command. 

“Stay where you are, everyone those below and those 
above that were shooting. You're covered and there's no 
use trying to escapee Jake the noose from that fellow's 
neck. What did you do to the women? ‘They're gone. Bryce, 
who is this young man they're making so free with?" 

At the mention of Bryce's name, Murky and Bessie 
peered down through the opening in the loft with fri chten- 
ed looks on their faces. With a little sereanm Murky stert~ 
ad down the inclined board but collapsed and rolied to the 
feet of the officials and Bryce. Bessie took her time 
about descending. 

“There's my wifee Thank goodness, Murky, you're 
safe." bryce took her in his arms, leying aside the crutch 
he Was us ing. 

The officer that was talking vas a new~comer to the 
community. Everyone seemed to shrink into insignificance 
before his commanding presence. “Press Plummer, you are 
under arrest; and you, too, Tup Vatkings Preacher Newton, 


come on in here. I want you as a wi tness." 

„1 didn't burn the Meetin’ House, Preacher,“ whimper- 
ed Tup. “I jist throwed gasoline on the plenks, an! set 
the bueket o’ gas by the openin’. I - I meant to go back 
bout nid- nicht an! set hit on fire to git even with Kurd 
thar fur shootin’ at me ~ but atter I wuz home, I got 
skeered ant sot my mind not to go near thet Meetin' House. 
But it wata't no time till I heared shootin’ and I looked 
out an! shore enough the Meetin* House war on fire. But 
I didn't do hit, Mister; honest, I didn't light the fuse to 
the bucket of gas." 

"Yetll let you tell that to the court,” replied the 
officer as he slipped handcuffs on Tup da tkins of kee tin“ 
House Hille Tou next, Buddies. He secured Press's wrists 
with another pe ir of handeuffs. 

"Wry, Officer, you can't arrest ne, stuttered 
Press. “I ain't never set fire to nothin'." 

"pon't% be so sure of that, Press," interrupted Reece. 
"Didn't you throw that cigarette stub you's smokin’ that 
evenin' into the Meetin’ House?" 

Press hesitated before reply ing, "I I disremember - 
I don’t know nothin’ about the burnin’.” 


“In tais ease, you don't have to,” roared the officers. 


"I'm not arresting you for causing any fire nor for this 
pernicious neck=tie party, but I am arresting you for 
tampering with United States property and the stealing of 
United States gas to the extent of thirty galison.” 

Press's face fell. me officer went on. “You thought 
you'd run away todey, so we couldn't get your fingerprints; 
but we got them and also this other young man's." He in- 
dicated Tupe “He is involved also." 

"So, it wuz you, Tup, you skunk, thet stole gas from 
my true“ growled Press. 

“Phat'll be enough out of you two. I'm turning you 
over to Dawson and Grimes who collected the evidence. The 
rest of you'd better go to your homes now, but I'm warning 
you. Tou 11 have to learn that you can’t ignore the lew. 
When you know of a violation of the law and do not report 
it, you are an accomplice to the crime, just as though you 
had actually committed it. That seems to be a hard thing 
for some of you to learn. The preacher did well to report 
the trouble here tonight. He made a flying trip." 

"Wal, Officer, I sees whar you're right, but hitte the 
first time I ever felt that way,” agreed Preacher Newton. 
1 tried to do the straightenén’ out of this hyer affair 
sell till hit got out o“ bounds; then I felt I eouldn't 
let the isnocent suffer. But I never could a made it to 


the County Seat if'n yore truck hadn't a-happened along. 

As the crowd dispersed, the three officers started 
to escort Tup and press to the truck a quarter of a mile 
down stream. Bryee, who had been conferring with Anerica, 
halted them. “Wait a minute, Officer. mis one young 
man, Press Plumer, is my cousin, an! I feel it ay bounden 
duty to offer bail for him on account of his wife and 
babys" 

“Ho, Bryce, I can't do that,” replied Press. 111 
take what's comint to me, but you won't ever see me nor my 
femily in these hyer mount! ins after I gits out of jaile 
An' ay Preacher, that Meetin' House deal's off.“ 

Americats heart almost thumped out of her body. She 
knew now that she would have her flower garden - and she 
and Bryce would help build a new chureh up on Meetin' House 
Hille 

4s Bryce moved slowly towards the house on his crutch, 
4merica clung to his free arm, softly eryingse On his other 
side, Bessie was trying to help her brothers 

“i'll never Shoot another gun as long as I live, 
declared Bessie, “not even in a Heetin' House feud." 


ailing or eilin' = etek 


AUW? LILIE ASD THE RACHA 


1 hate nen., If it hadn't been for that fact, I 
should have missed the most interesting etory I have ever 
heard. Aunt Lilie had sent me into the garden for sone 
lettuce and onions, only she called them “unerns”. | ha t 
with stopping to breathe in the glory of the hillsides 
Glothed with the flowering, creamy shite dogwoods and the 
fleming rei-buds, In afraid I forgot the lowly lettuce 
bed as 1 stood with pen and imife in had, listening to the 
evervesecent melody of & Kentucky cardinel in the peach tree 
near the berm. By attention was forced back to earth, as 
it were, by the lithe, sinvous movement of a snake down 
the row of onions. My one and only impulse wee to flee, 
and run I did to the side-porch where Aunt Lilie and Uncle 
Amos were shelling corn for the meal sack as Saturday was 
always “Mill Dy, 1 aan t stop till I was safe on the 
porch, #till greeping the pan and knife. 

Uncle Amos wee ehuckling. For the Law's sake, Janice, 
yuh wake me think of yur Aunt Lilie here thin she sar a 
gle De tohn tas a leetie ole garter snake that sent yuh 


a~bouncin® in Wer; now warnt ait?" 
I esught my breath rather shamefacedly. “Yes, i*11 


have to admit thet it was a snake. But 1 hate snakes. I 
cant stand them; they give me the creeps and shivers all 
over." 

“Wal, “al,” soothed Uncle Amos in his understanding 
way, 1 don’t blame yuh none fer the way yuh per’ bout 
snakes; a city gal ain't never hed the chancet to 1 ern 
about snakes." I appreciated this generosity from Uncle 
Amos. He and Aunt Lilie were true blue, through aad 
through, and were doing all they could to help me gain ny 
way back to heal th. 

There was a twinkle in Uncle Amos* eyes as he looked 
directly at Aunt Lilie before proceeding. I noticed that 
she was smiling in anticipation of hies next remarks 

"as 1 wuz sayin’ - I don't blame you, Janie, fer 
feelin’ so offish-like bout er snake but thar’s one 


thing 1 univer could understan’ wuz how ary & gal borned 
ant . these Wer hills, could act 316 the very 
name identereal way yuh done now.” Uncle Amos finished 
shelling the last ear of corn, tied the sack, and threw 
it over his shoulder, prepara tory to mounting old Sal, his 
 @ocile mule tied to the garden palings. He apa in looked 
at Aunt Lilie affectionately as he paused at the step. 
“Yore Aunt Lilie don't like to talk bout hit, Janie, 
but 1 ‘low if yuh tease her enough, she might tell yer how 


She got ouored o“ runnin' ever time she saw a snake whin 
she's a gal.“ 
"GO on with ye, Amos; the idee you bringin’ all 
thet up agin at wy --" Aunt Lilie caught her breath. 
Tou ol“ vagerant, come back hyer an“ kiss me; don't yer 
ric'lect hit's bin jest thirty year ago today thet I got 
my curin' - an' thet I got you in the bargain, snake an 
all --", With that, they both set to laughing in remen- 
brance, 1 was to learn Ia ter, of their unusual wedding day. 
With a hearty smack for his wife, Unele Amos took his 
Leave with the caution. “Now, I know yuh'd best tell Janie 
how to git shet uv her offish feelin! bout snakes, Lilie. 
~eww Am, Janie, ifen she don’t tell hit richt, whin 1 git 
back frum mill, 111 shore set yer straight." | 
My curiosity was whetted to a fine edge. What di 
snakes have to do with this precious old couple getting 
married thirty years ago? I would have promised anything 
in order to have the privilege of hearing this, another one 
of Aunt Lilie's tales of the hill country - only this time 
it sould be of herself. 
“Please, Aunt Lilie,” I began — but she halted me 
with the assurance that she would tell me all as soon as we 
had picked the lettuce and onions so that we could be pre- 
paring then for dinners Aunt Lilie was a very practical 


woman; yet she was to reveal that underneath the surface 
ley a romantic nature not very often expressed openly. 

as she sat in a low splint-bottom chair in the kitehen with 
a pan in her lap and one on the floor, her hands and eyes 
kept at the task in hand, only pausing at the most dramatic 
points in the story. And although I was skinning onions, 

I eonfess that not all the tears were elicited by them; for 
Aunt Lilie's story moved me alternstely from tears to 
hearty laughter. 


“It vas a dey jist bout like this un all sunshiny 
an’ springy an’ spicy frum the smell of currant blossoms 
in the garden row.” Aunt Lilie commenced in the rich, nel“ 
low, aecented tones of one satisfied with life and well 
versed in the art of story-telling. But i*d got out of 
bed on the wrong side, I reckon, thet mornin' ‘caise 1 
didn't halfeway relish the freshness in the air atter the 
pring reins. I hed a downright mean feelin, I know now 
why I hed hit. For five year I had carried an unforgivin“ 
spirit torards the one thet wanted to be my best friend 
and Janie, I Tally orter whisper this - hit wus about 
Snakes. Ary soul never knowed all them five year why Anos 
ant 1 busted up. i wus thet stubborn’, I never would tell 
Mommy er the girle ~ nur show I uus ne te Amos. 


"Wal, thet mornin’ all wuz bustle an! hurry 't home 
as hit wuz the day of the Big dental ee the Tooley's 
over on Cup Creek. I ric'lect how flushed Sophie wuz whin 
she's bakin’ her cake an’ we teased her ‘bout her tall, 
dean-pole, Eben Teters. Sadie wuz bout as bed whilst 
she's workin’ on her corn salat“ . nary & soul could 
make as tasty as her. They'd kinder got uster payin’ no 
*tention to me 'calse I wuz fast gittin’ in the class of 
old maids. In spite uv my heavy heart I felt as young as 
them; I uus only twenty-one, an! my hair still curled as 
purty as whin 1 wuz sixteen. i'd worn my bonnet in the 
fields so's my complexion wasn’t brown like so many married 
women my age with a family of three chillern. But still, 
that day, I'd be a misfit at the sorkin'. Every man my 
age 'd bin married 'ceptin’ Amos an! I knew he wouldn't 
be to the Yorkin’. I musta bin weakenmin; fer I had sent 
my little cousin over to the Anderson's to tell em about 
the Workin', hopin' I'd heer somethin’ as to whar Amos hed 
gone. Sam told me whin he got back that Amos wog still 
away with the Snake Feller“. 

„Oh, you mean a naturalist or a zoologist?" I eagerly 
inquired, “Where did he come from?" 

“I don't know bout the 200 part, answered Aunt 
Lilie, "but he wuz frum New York, an“ wuz some kind of an 


158 


fologist - but to us'ns round hyer, he wuz jest a plain 
‘Snake Feller“. Leastways, Amos *z jis! tickled pink to 
git to show him Whar all the snakes is over these hyer 
mount“ inan. An’ go's they wus off sonewhar huntin' more 
snakes, Sam said, 1 guess that sus one resson I felt so 
beat that mornin'; fur I allus counted on secin' Amos at 
the ernte an! Meetin's over to zol Pen but you betcha 
i never let him know I wus lookin'. Mt allus seemed to 
Go me good jis' to git a peek at him. I wuz gladder'n he 
ever knew that he never got married, but I'd bin too high 
an“ wien to give up my boast that he'd be the last man 
on Jasper Creek that I'd marry - ur even speak to. 

“So that mornin’ after Mam en’ the gals'd dressed up 
in their purtiest dresses ant calico aperns an! bonnets, 
an“ had all the vittles packed in a box fer my brother John 
do take on ol ‘Sorry’, 1 decided to carry out ny excuse 
fer not goin* to the Workin’. i knew ifen I said I wuz 
Sick that Maw'é stay with me ant 1 wanted to be alone. 
So, i brung out my new dress which I had purposely left un- 
finished at the neck. I told d all to go ahead, that I'd 
eome on after I sewed the sige ag dress; 'twouldn't be 
Tong. No one wuz displeasured at this; so I set down to 
sen on the braid an“ listened to the clatter of hoofs and 
laughin’ and jokin' they's all doin’ on a dey that or ter 


bring to life any heart that wuz dead. I kep* pretendin' 
I wus sein! till 1 wuge mighty shore thet nary one d de 
comin’ back fer somethin’ they'd forgot. Then I throwed 
the hateful dress over the back uv the chair an’ slid to 
the floor, not even waitin’ to git thar to make 4 big 
moan - Yarn't thet silly Janie? But, yuh see, I'd bin 
holdin’ in fer five year an“ I declare if ther warn't 
a High ide“ of tears shed right thar on thet ol“ pine 
floor thet dey, thar never will bee Hit zus a storm shore 
enough in my breast, but hit hed to be all settled right 
then an thar; fer I knowed I jist couldn't go on much 
longer the say I felt. hin I wus plumb wore out a~bawlin', 
I felt so little I could a crawled through a knot-hol e, 
an’ ifen Amos hed 4 bin ther, I'd s shore asked his furgiv' 
ness - Zut he wuz away huntin’ snakes. ith thet idee, I 
kinda stiffened agin ~ an' thought + Snakes, yes; he liked 
his olf snakes better“ a he did me; ifen he hadn't he'd 
lesstwise tried to make up with ne. I didn't ric’lect 
Js then how I hed give him orders not to try to epeak to 
me ur I'd marry the fust man I seed. Oh, Janie, shut fools 
young gale is An' men is bout as big fools; fer Amos 
taken me at my word; he never did speak to me." 

Aunt Lilie brushed the last of the lettuce into the 
pan and rose to go to the water paille Mking out the courd 


aipper, she handed the pail to me. Tou kin git some fresh 
water, Janie, ant then I*1] tell yer the rest." I would 
have carried a tubful of water to have the privilege of 
hearing the quarrel and the reconciliation. I knew that 
Aunt Lilie hated to tell me what had caused their quarrel 
that the years had dwarfed into insignificance. Had Unele 
Amos been present, no doubt all the “King’s horses" could- 
n't have dragged it from her. 

Thank ye, Janie; yuh kin peel these Wer taters while 
I sift the meal and cut the meat. Like’s not, I'd better 
tir up & e In at it — Oh, yes ~ wher wus we? 
Tes Snakest I wuz mortally afraid of en, jest like you 
air. Not because I didn't see lots of en. I'd saw the 
Milk Snake thet had drunk the cream offen Gran'ma Turner's 
erocks of milk fur three weeks „ got him. He 
wuz a big feller, all gray with brown splotches on hin. 
Then thar wuz that ol“ Bull Snake that I seed swallowin' an 
egg cut in the barn. I wuz so soared I couldn't move. ke 


reired up an“ then bore down an“ crushed that egg inside of 
him; then he . an! he ‘cried’; mat wue whin I 
skedaddl ed.” 

"thy, what do you mean, Aunt Lilie, that the Sull 
Snake *oried'?" I asked finding myself interested in snakes 
more than I ever thought I could be. 


“They do hit; they kin hiss eo loud and long that hit 
sounds jest like you's puttin’ a red-hot iron in water. 
nat skeered me 6o dad, I never could abide a snake. Sut 
chart one Sunday quite a spell after I'd promised to marry 
Amos that I got a worse horrified feelin’ concarnin’ ~ 
snakes. Amos had takened me down the creek to the old Wild~ 
man place an’ showed me the cabin he wus fixin' up fur us 
ter live in. 1711 tell yuh we” al place is, Janie. 

You recollect the gulch we crossed jest as we come to Jasper 
Creek wher tharts part of 6 chimney standin’ besides a big 
hole in the ground? That's hit, the only cabin thet ever 
hed a basement under it on the wai ee this creek. I 
never did like mat place; hit allus looked so ‘snaky’ to 
me - an' to think, I wuz goin’ to hev to live thar; it jest 
broke my heart cause I'd kinda bragged aroun? about a new 
o bin on that pretty knoll of ground up near his folke, whar 
yuh could see a heap o things down the valley. Wer, all 
yuh had to look at wuz a side~hill, an' an ol’ gulch that'd 
111 with water at any "High Tide’ an’ drown 411 one's 
chickens. Besides hit war fair to the “a” 

"AMOS wu nineteen an“ wonderful handy with tools; so 
he'd started to fix the roof thet's fallin“ in. He's as 
proud as a peacock min he tuk me in to look over the new 
home wher we wus to nest down. He'd kep' hit fer a surpri se 


fur quite a spell, he said. Well, I held in, not knowint 
whut to say, but all the time boilin' inside - till he 
showed me the basexent. Whilet we stood thar lockin' down 
them crumbly Girt steps into the blackness, 1 wus shiverin* 
all over, 

That a place fur snekes{" 1 said seairt-like. eu 
know I jist cein’t stand Snakes.“ 

Rot a chancet in a thousand] * He laughed at mes 

"Thin whut's thet 1 seo movin’ over yander?* Lleaseked 
fer shore as fate 1 seed somethin’ movin’, 

nothint, I reckon, Honeye I'1) see. Amos lighted 
a ma teh an! stepped part way down the steps. Sy the licht 
of his match that sputtered out right quick I seen a whole 
nestful of snakes, an“ old un wi th bout thirty little 
SRB kes. 

‘Came back up hyer; they's rattle enskes, I yelled. 

‘Oh, mo, Lilie; them’s jest garter snakes; 1711 hev 
‘em killed in no time,” ne said so calm an easy-goin', 
jist like be allus ia. | | 

"You come back up hyer, Amos Anderson, or you'll wish 
yuh had, i'm not waitin’ in this snake-house fer yuh to 
Kill ary snake. I'm goin’--" fur some reason ir tother 
1 looked up at the rafters that wos exposed and thar 
hangin’ frum one wuz « pleted’ thicken Snake; some calls 


tem house snakes - Wal, Janie, this un . his 
head in & § loop an‘ whirred its tail. “ith one unearthly 
yell, I lit outen ther an’ un that gulch, sereamin' till 

I wuz plumb wore out an had to set down on & rock. 1 
never keered to see Amos the rest of my life. fut jist 
as I caught my breath, thar stood Amos right in front of 
me, 60 tall an’? jist e~laughin' fit to kill. mat made 
me mad = an’ whin 1 say mad, I mean I uus gran“ made 1 
Tig up white-lipped, I don’t doubt, an’ I laid down the 
law - Oh, Janie, I wag jist a ml ant didn't know how silly 
an“ rash I wuz aetin', never knowin’ how empty life'd be 
them five year. 3 ; 

“I said kinds freezin'-like, ‘Amos Anderson, I got 
sonethin' to sey tu yer an I'll spit er out ptint blang. 
Our weddin' is called off; I'll niver in the wide worl’ 
live with enakes ur in a snake~house like thet. vou got 
no nore consideration fer my feel in's then a stone. 1 
never want to speak to yer agin— an’ ifen you dast to 
epeak to me, 1711 marry the fust feller I meet up with’. 

“Amos couldn't believe I wus richt serious. He give 
@ little leugh an“ tuk hold of my arm to holp me up, so*s 
we could go home. An“ then I cut a shinel I don’t know 
what posseased me I struck his arm away. ‘That hurt him; 
he looked kinder beat, put on his hat, an“ said sorte low, 


ten that's the way you feel, Lilie, all right, 
but Fe 

‘'Thar's no buts to hit. My mind's sot,* an! with 
thet 1 commenced to run home up the trail along Big kount- 
‘time I never looked back. 1 desu’t. But meny's the tine 
i wisht I had. but I wuz goo proud and I woulda’t let 
nothin“ change my mind. My paw allue said I wue so strong- 
headed he never could conquer me by Whoppin’ me - so, hit 
shore enough did take a right amart to change my feel in's. 
In spite of all my high ant mighty way of actin’, Janie, 
the world wuz all topsy-turvy to me, an' hit never got right 
side-up till thirty year ago today. 

"Atter I had my ory Out that day of the Big Workin’, 
I washed my face an' finished my dress. Hit waz red trim- 
med in white braid ent buttons. Whin I tried it on, it 
kinda made me RENAE aa go to the Workin’ atter all; 
80 I desides they'd shore need me to make the gravy; fer 
that wuz @llus my Job. i knowed I couldn't eat a bite 
myse’f. Decidin' to go changed the hull course o' my life. 
I sometimes wonder whar I'd be anyway ifen i hadu't decided 
to go to thet Workin’. 

“I felt kinder ashamed of myself as I tuek to the 
trail round 31g Mountain. So I decided I'd gather 2 


flarepet of wild posies fer the table as an excuse fer 


e@ittin’ thar so late. The Sweet Williems and Snake~flowers 
wuz bloomin’ mighty thick over the hilld des, big petches 
of light blue ant erimson an' besides I knew whar ther 
vun lots of Mey Apples growin' on the top of a bluff jist 
afore you che to the place bar Amos had planned fer us 
to livee me ol“ oabin'd burned down two 1 afore that 
though. 1 didn't much like to git offen the trail for 
fear of snakes, but I jist hed to have some reason fer 
dein! delayed. So, I scrambles up the side er great wie 
rock, holdin’ on to a grape- vine. If I'd a known that 
high up above me dus more snakes than you could shake a 
stick at, 1 @ swung outer thar right then on that grape- 
Vines But I didn't know nothin’ ‘bout how way up on the 
mountain side war Amos an’? that Snake Peller; they's 
havin' the times ur their lives watehin' @ Black acer 
swallerin' a Ribbon Gnakee me Snake Feller hed taken a 
picture uv then snakes, an! then Amos wugn’t satisfied 
with the monstrous big King Snake he'd already caught; he 
Sets out to git thet dig black Racer. 

“Now, Janie, jis* think ~ thar wus I right below that 
thar ledge all innocent of any danger an thar's Amos up 
above atter a snake, but pshaw, he couldn't move fast 
enough fer that ol? Racer. Hit *threw up* thet Ribbon 
Snake, an shot out in the air bout sixty feet an’ Lit on 


the bushes jist above my head. Thet Hacer wuz goin’ 80 
fast, 1% dan“ e Stop ther but kep! right on comin' down 
the mountin’ side 'osise they kin git powerful apeedy whin 
they's goin’ over rough pleces. 1 saw hit headed to'rd me 
a consid'able piece up the bluff. “ith a sereeeh yuh 
could've heerd & mile, 1 starts slidin' down thet hill in 
front uv thet big Racer, throwin’ my flars ever“ which 
wey. I grabbed my grapevine an’ swung offen the top of 
that big rock ent lit flat in the trail. 1 didn't know 
thet Hacer wuz runnin’ frum Amos; 1 thought for shore hit 
wuz chéesin' me, an! I rie lee ted all the stories thet'd 
din told about Kacers wroppin theirseives around yore 
arm an' squeesin' it purt nich off. Course they don't, 
but 1 thought they done hit. Wal, i landed, headin’ the 
right way, that is 1 mean to’rd the Yorkin' ur I'd 6 gone 
back home. All I's &-thinkin' of then us to git away 3 
frum that Kecer. I started runnin’ down the trail so 
fest-like, my heirs all some down; I'd lost my bonnet 
somewhar's up on the side oi tae mountin'. Ther i wus 
runnin’ an’ yelliat till 1 could hear three echoes, ant 
i wuz goin' down the same trail « lot faster ‘n I bed run 
up hit five years afore whin I wuz runnin’ frum Amos. 
“Jist on this side of the gulch up the side-hill wuz 
& powerful dig rock that cut off from view ary person that 


might be comin' down the gulch. So jist afore i got to 
thet rock, a F into my head I'd jump 
quick to one side up that gulch; that'd shore fool Mr. 
Hacer as he'd go straight ahead down the trail. I tell 
you I wuz needin' to get somewhar mighty quick; 211 my 
breath 's goin' out in them powerful screeshes. I hadn't 
had time to look ‘round ceptin' once to see that snake 
fol ler in!“ me. He might be right on my heels then, I 
thought. With one mighty try, I races even with the rock 
and gives à jump sideways an' 1 lands smack dad up egin' 
Amos who wuz holdin’ the biggest King Snake 1 ever seed in 
my life. I rally don't know whether hit wer the snake ur 
the sight of Amos so unexpected that ceused me to keel 
over. All I know wuz that everything turned bleck before 
my eyes, an' i pitched cenit ail fainted dead away 
richt ther - 4n' it wuz in Amos's arms though I didn’t 
know @ thing about it. You see, Janie, he'd heerd my 
un'arthly yells ant he knew hit war little *fraidy-cat' 
Lilie Rhodes that wuz screamin’. He figgered out bout 
the Racer chasin' me even efore he could git down the 
mountainside to the gulch. 

"“Whian the sunlight started comin' to ny eyes agin, I 
felt Amos's arms around me; an’ I didn't want to 'come to“, 


ever. Sc, i jist kep' on a-faintin'. He wuz say in! over 


and over 'Lilie, Lilie - 1 Kin speak to yuh now ‘oaise 
you can't h'ar me. Oh, Lilie, Honey; how i love yout’ 

"purty quick up comes thet ‘Snake Feller’, an“ I 
knowed I'd have to come to life ur held see i wuz foolin’ - 
So, 1 opened my eyes. An’ I looked right up into 40878 
eyes an' whut I seed in en mighty nigh made me faint 
sgin - teaise 1 knowed then that he still loved mes 

‘Thank ye, Amos,’ 1 sez, ‘fur savin’ me frum thet 
ol“ racer; hit almost had me tuckered ge 

“J wanted to say, *Oh, Amos, I love you, too,’ but 
ther waz thet Snake Feller almost to us with some more 
ene kes. 

"He'p me up, Amos Honey, 1 sez as sweet as 1 know 
now - ant 1 tell you, Janie, thar ain't no word to 
describe the look of joy that spread over Amos’ face, But 
he jist couldn't seem to be able to say a thing. 

„ kep* breshin' the dirt offen my new dress an“ 
tryin’ to tuek my curls back ‘enind my years. All 4 sud 
den I seed that big ing Snake at my feet; so 1 kinds 
jumped to one side an’ grabbed Amos’ erm an“ clung to hit, 
avesyin’ in a pleading tone, Ch, Amos, i'm so skeered 
another Recer*l) chase me, won't yuh go long with me over 
to the Workin’ ?* I says this reel quick-like efore the 
Stranger gite to us. 


po you mean hit, Lilie?’ he says scarce believin' 
his ears. 

‘shore I mean hit, Honey,’ 1 sez. 

"Jist then the stranger come up even with us; Amos sez 
rale proud-like, r. Mattison, I want yuh to meet ea frien! 
of mine, Miss Lilie Rhodes; she’s axed me to go with her 
over to a Workin’; so ifen you'd take the snakes on over 
home, I'd be much obleeged to you.’ 

"You needn't make any guess-work about hit, Janie, 
Whin yuh surmise thet that thar walk wuz Heaven on earth. 
Amos acted like he wanted to pick me up an“ carry me; an“ 

I kept on actin’ kinda weak ‘cause it felt so good to have 
him hold on to my arm. I kept sayin’ to myself ~ ‘Lilie, 
you little fool, watch y'r mouth;be keerful whut ye say. 

I declare to you, I'd ltarned my lesson ‘bout speakin’ 
before I thought. Ant you know, I felt so grateful to thet 
Racer fur chasin' me into Amos* arms thet I jist started 

to feel kinde friendly to'rd snakes. 

"We shore hed e lot o explainin® to do to each other. 
Whin we got to the p' int uv the ridge, we set down on a 
rock - that's whar we taken yer on thet picnic, Janie. 

Wal, thar's whar Amos tol’ me something thet made even me 
ashamed of the way I'd acted about the house five years 
before. He told me that he picked that place on purpose 


so's I'd be clos't home an' wouldn't git homesick; then 1 
told him how I'd pined fur @ new cabin up on the knoll 
near his folks, thinkin’ he'd like it ther. 

"I'd plumb fergot to go back atter my bonnet; 30 my 
face got all flushed afore we reached the fooley*s. By 
the time we'd slid down the steep hillside to Gup Creek 
Amos ventured to pick me up an' pack me across. ‘Outer the 
way of them little green us ter-anakes, he seid leughin'’. 
You kin reckon thet we got to the Tool s too late fer me 
to make the gravy fer that Workin’. 

„hin we got olos t to the yard, we could see that 
all the men d stopped workin', but thar wuz the frame“ 
work uv the new Little cain that would teke the place of 
the burned@-up summer kitchen. ‘The feller's shore bin doin’ 
sche hustlin’ to git it up in the mornin’. Settin' out on 
the front poreh wus John Upancsmp, Dud Stoochnan, 'Red* 
Gorn, an! some other sorry fellers thet allus quit 
workin’ fust to smoke. I could feel ‘em lookin' 6 hole 
through mee Out by the shed we seen Sam Chance an“ Charley 
Ferguson who never smoked ur ar inked like the rest uv the 
fellers. They'd finished haulin! a load of lumber up-oreek 
from the mill an‘ sus feedin’ their mules." 

“Do you mean to say, Aunt Lilie,” I interrujed her, 
"that they build à house in one day ad 4 torking?”" 


"Yes, Janie, at @ Big Workin’ they kin put up the 
frame ant sidin' of a eabin; thin hit don't take much time 
to put in the one ur two winders an“ one door an“ the 
steps. Most allus 4 Workin’ is jis' to clear some timber 
jand ant burn the brush, or gather in a crop fer sone uns 
that's sieke The women does the cookin' while the men 
works, but they take things cooked, too. This Yorkin’ 
wuz at a busy time, but the little house the Tooley's used 
as a summer Kitchen hed jist burned down ~ 80 this ‘un 
might de ealled a specie] vorkin’. 

"Hit looked like the hull neighborhood hed ge ther ed 
in. They'd built a wind~break out by two apple trees an“ 
fixed up some boards on saw-horses fur tables. Sone of 
the women wuz still unpackin' boxes, an' pokes, an’ baskets 
of vittles. The giles that wuz „ the 
fetehin' of the things frum me house. Thar wuz Carolyn 
Morgan, Mery Singleton, Mendy Beck, an“ Leura Colgate. 
But out by the new house sche uv the younger fry had 
coupled up- I ric'lect seein' Hanner Ins ted and her beau, 
John Wildman, startin’ out on a walk down the holler. Ant 
thar wuz Pussy Collins an’ her feller we teased her bout 
so much ‘eaise his name waz fom Catt ---" 

I could not repress my laughter at this strange com 


bination of names. Aunt Lilie joined in my Smusenent. 


“*Twas laughable even if we uus used to the names all 
uv our lives. i disremenaber whether or not hit war the 
names that ceised them to break up or not ~-- Lawsee, I'll 
have to hurry this Wer story ur os 11 be back an’ 1 
don't keer about him hevin' to finish hit. You could see 
Chillern of all ages scattered over the hillside playin' 
Ride~an'-Seek whin we come up —“ 

“But whet about you and Uncle Amos?" I queried in- 
patiently. 

"I'm comin’ to that 1 didn't want Amos to leave me 
norway «nt 28 with the men even ifen they wuz all lookin' 
white-eyed at us. I knowed they wus jist bustin’ with 
cuor'os' ty; so I decided I'd give "em somethin’ more to 
talk about. Sol sez, Cone on, A0 let's git the weter 
frum the spring for the dinner; guess that's about ali 
there's left fur us to do.“ So we hunted up Maw an' Aunt 
Marthie Tooley ~ ever'body called her ‘Aunt Marthie’ 'cause 
she's allus so good to he'p ary one in the country round 
aboute 

"Maw looked like the world had come to an end whin 
She san us, an“ she whispered, kus that whut ye wuz up to 
hin yuh stayed to home?’ I jist looked wise, an! Amos an“ 
I got the water bucket an“ started to the spring." 

"Wal, that wuz the first su'prise but thar wuz more to 


foller. Whin they rung the big dinner bell that wuz 
mounted on @ pole, an! everybody gethered round the tables, 
we all hed the su'prise uv our lives. Preacher Green 
Campbell wuz thar at the head of the tables to say the 
blessin', we ali thought but jis’ then as the crowd got 
kinda hushed up, out of the house come Aunt Marthie’s old- 
est gal, Tillie Belle Tooley, all dressed up in a white 
dimity dress an' right beside her wuz Rice Russell in his 
Sundey clo'es, Folks shore enough did ketch their breath. 
Hit war a weddin'. At fust I started to have that ell-gone 
feelin’ like I'd had at all the weddin's them past five 
years, Thin Il of a sudden I ric'lected - ther wuz Amos 
right beside mee I looked at him an“ wondered whut he wuz 
thinkin' bout. He had his hand inside his shirt pocket 
e~fumblin' with some wallet ur other. 

“preacher Green Campbell raised his hand fer ‘tention 
as ev'r' body 'n his brother wuz a-bugzin'. Yuh covldn't 
hardly blame ‘em. ‘The Preacher explained bout the 
su'prise an! how they'd bin buildin’ the house fer the 
newly~weds ~ An' that they'd all cooked the Weddin’ dinner, 
all unbeknownst to theirselves. So, the joke wuz on the 
hull crowd. Then he draws out his little black book an“ 
Glears his throat an! starts to read the ceremony we'd 


heerd so many tines. po you, Tillie Belle Tooley, take 


this man to be yore lewful wedded husband To me the 
words kinda faded out - an’ in my own mind i wus a-hearin“ 
it read — Do you, Lilie Harter Rhodes, take this man, 
meanin' Amos who wuz by me, to be yore lewful wedded hus- 
band --* I come beck to earth jest afore Preacher Campbell 
tied the knot; jist as he's askin' if ary person objected to 
their gittin' married. I seed Amos openin’ up his wallet 
ant drawin' out a paper. I thought he wus gitting ready 

to read some objection 'r other - tut he didn't. fe show- 
ed hit to ne an’ whispered reel low, Lilie do yuh ritlect — 
this wer?“ 1 give the paper one look hit war our 
marriage licensee Amos had er with him all then 
five years. He'd never give up hopes. 

"Yes, Amos, I ric'lect,* I says. "Ys hit any good 
non 77 

e fur as I know, he ses. 

“Back of us, Billy tolbert and Tude Yingate wus bet- 
tin! each other they'd be the fust to kiss the bride -- 
Bout that time the words of the Preacher come clear to 
our ears, I pronounce yer man an’ wife. Ant now ‘fore 
you all starts Kissin’ the bride, 1 wug a-wonderin’ ifen 
8 ary other couple here that's prepared to git hitched 
up fur lifes If 80, will they please step forrard afore 


we sez the blessin' an“ commence to partake of this hyer 


bountiful table. Now, don't be bashful; step richt up.“ 
“Whatever on ter th made Prescher Green Campbell say 
that?’ I thought- on could he know that we had our 
marriage license?’ 1 looked at my mussed<up dress ant at 
Amos’ field clothes. Thin I ventured to look up in his 
fece, an! thar he's lookin' straight at me with à question- 
in? look in his eyes. I felt like I never wanted hin to 
leave my side agin; so whin he tuk my hand and says, Come 
on, Lilie, an 1111 stand atween yuh ant all the snakes in 
the world 211 the rest uv our lives,’ I nods. I couldn't 
hev said a word to seve my life jis’ then. So, out we 
Steps the hull length of them ther tables. I don’t know 
whut they all said then; though I heerd 6 lot about it 
3 I didn't even know that Maw feinted and 
Aunt Marthie had to take her place at passin“ things. All 
I could think of wuz + 'I wish I had my flar-pot of posies 
‘ot I throwed away on the hill-side; at an outdoor weddint 
looks like the bride orter have some blossoms. But my hand 
wuz snuggled safe in Amos’ hand, an I don't think we acted 
near as uncomf*able as Tillie Belle an! Rice done in their 
Sunday Cotes. My sisters, Sophie ant Sadie, told me atter- 
wards thet they never seed me look any pootier; my cheeks 
nus 80 pink; an! my hair curlin' down over my shoulders made 
me look like a gal agin, Atter I got up thar, I forgot how 


I locked. I allus wanted to enjoy my own weddin' as much 
as the crowd thatied come to see it an' I tell you, 1 
done hit. I put my Se soul into the 1 dot part. Pappy 
said he thought I could à bin heerd way up on Big Mountain. 

"anos? and my weddin' wuz the second su'prize ~ but the 
third one came whin our ceremony 's over fore the jubilet- 
ion an' eatin’ de gun. Amos asked Preacher Green Cempbdell 
to make another announcement - ant everybody shor clapped 
whin he give hit. 

tPolkses,* he said big an’ loud, wer's another 
important announcement fer yuh all. You air all given an 
invite over to the new home site of Mr. an’ Mrs. Amos 
Anderson a week frum today fer another Big Workin' to put 
up a new cabin fer en. That'll be up on that knoll near 
Amos's paw's place we call Ghedy Knoll. An“ now, we will 
ask the bleesin’ on these two couples az’ the food that 
waits before us.’ 

"His last words pleasured the younguns an“ everybody 
‘oeptin' Hanner Winsted an’ John Collins *osise they'd 
@teyed down in the Holler makin’ love an' missed both o“ 
the weddin's; they thought they gittin’ ther fer the 
second table, but thar's room fer everybody at the first 
table. They all had the time uv their lives teasin' Anos 
ant me, But 80 long as they didn't know the reason fer our 
quittin' and the reason fer our makin’ up, we felt ze could 


take hit 411 tolerably good-natur'd.” Aunt Lilie sighed 
as one finished her narrative, 

"Thenk you, Aunt Lilie,* I said, for confiding in me; 
aren't you afraid I'll tell some one about it though?" 

"Ho, Honey," Her voice vas low and freichted with 
nenories. GO many of ens moved away ur died since thin; 
hit don't matter mone; sn’ besides all our ehillern Yaows 
about it." 

“But tell me, Aunt Lilie, did you quit hating snakes ?* 
I persisted. 

"Who wouldn't whin they's the means uv givin’ me sich 
a fine wan as Amos? ant then besides atter wets married, 
Amos larned me to know the snakes that'd pisen yuh. An“ 
he explained whut a lot of good amkes do in eaten rats 
an' varmints that rern our erops, till I looks upon a 
snake now as one of Goi's creatures put hyer fer a pur pose". 

4 loud "Thoa” outside interrupted us. It was Unele 
Amos back from the mill. 

“He's jist giving’ us warnia’ in case we z eryin’® an 
Wants to Wach our faces," Aunt Lilie solid wth a lauch. 
“Hurry, danie, let's git the dinner all on the table fore 
he gits in; an! don't yuh want to run out ant pick some 
blossoms fer the table?” 

I was glad that aunt Lilie sent me out of the house. 


1 wanted so much to weep and laugh at the same tine. Not 
often is there such romance and tenderness In @ couple at 
their age. God bless them. ‘Then besides when I stepped 
on the porch softly and to the door, there in the kitchen, 
the part of the house that wes their first home, stood 
Uncle Amos with his arms around Aunt Lilie ~ and she was 
saying, “Amos, you ole vagerant, but I like hit -- I'11 
&llue like hit.” Then Uncle 4mos saw me out of the corner 
of his eye. 

“Come on in, Janie. Yes, this is our Weddin’ Day, 
an’ I wish I could take you long tu ug big a Workin’ as 
we had that day Say, did Lilie hyer tell hit to you richt?“ 

"Yes, Uncle Amos, i'm sure she did, and 1 understand 
about the Snakes.“ 

"But I cal“ late she never showed you the weddin’ 
present thet that thar Snake Feller sent us; did she?" 

I shook my head in the negatives 

"Wal, come on in the front room, Janie, an“ you too, 
Lilie." He put one arm around me and one around Aunt Lilie 
and led us into the front room to a bookcase he had made. 
He clicked a door to one side, revecling a recess with 2 
glass case in which wes a swf fed King inake as realistic 
as any museum piece with its thirty white rings shining in 
relief against its black background; its glittering eyes 


were @lmost too realistic for ne. 

"You don’t mean that that —“ I stammered and 
paused. 

"Yes, Janie, that's the critter that done the trick. 
it's the very snake that 112 a-carryin' whin Lilie run 
inter me an“ fainted," chuckled Uncle Amos, “But we'd 
rather keep him right Wer outen sight 'caise „ 
person d understand how much he means to us.“ 

Aunt Lilie was wiping her eyes; she seened to gather 
herself together with a little jerke Cone on you tao; 
don’t yer know tharts a weddin’ dinner waitin’ fer us?" 

“and this time," I reminded her, “Ye've got the 
blossoms that you missed having thirty years ago, Aunt 
Lilie, because of the Racer.” 

“But ifen hit hadn’t bin fer that ole Baer, she 
retorted. “I wouldn't a hed Amos -- “The posies'd bin 
811 i'd a had.“ 

“To-day, yuh got ue both, Lilie,” boomed out Uncle 
Amosts mellow voice as we settled ourselves at the table. 
"Shall we thank the Lord for ell His mercyful kindness to 
us?" 


40. itched up = cet married 
: nary persan « no person (mary one mo one) 


The quilting perty at Amt Susen Morgem's wos throm 
inte consternation by the arrival of tte“ Sammie Frits 
with norm that was to shake the neighborhood on Shootin’ 
Fer from center to circumference. The six wonen set motian 
mew thet only a cigentie upheaval would impel slow-moving 
Sem Frits to cuch extraordinary activity. 
words were pursling. "They + found him « they wictvered 
his skeleton - with part uv the elo'cs still ther. The my 
his body aerestin', the road workers sen hit looked like 
he'd tried to cit ent 

"Ghat air ye telkin' "bout, Serme Prite?” demaniicd 
ant Suse who had risen from her choir near the door. "Git 
out uy wut? — Whose body? — Ont with itt" 

“I'm dein“ my best," choked out same, still rei in 
the face from ouch unusual exertion. "Mit's to the ol* 
coal man (mine) wher they unter raise coal n yore 
place, Mic Herfison, clos't ter the ptint ur the hill ar 
the cov'nint's puttin’ the new reall, The rond-bors blasted 
inter thet big 64/6 mat snet up the mouth of the mine 


"bout ten yar ago. He dener to see Ten they needs blow 
up thet hole ur fill hit im. Wal, the blastin' this atter- 
moon ripped open thet ol’ man. Sim Blodgett seed the skele- 
ton fust, but the Boss woulin't 10 ton te % nae Un 
the Korner could git out frum tom. they kep’ digcin’ up 
whut was left uv sum rusted-out tin coms, an“ a jug, on’ a 
coal ofl een "Twas kinda like the remeins uy a grocery 
Store 

All eyes turned instinctively to Maria Hardison whose 
customary look of fear had intensified at this last statement 


Her eyes closel as though to shut out the gruesome sight of 
the dead man. Her reaction was not to be wondered at, con- 


si@ering all the tragedies that hai been enacted im her life, 
leaving an imprint of suffering on her face minus the bitter- 
ness that also might have been a residue of Life's rebuffs. 
Her friends maintained a silence freighted with pity, as 
Sammie Fritz embellished the story. 

*fhar's other things back in the hole, but they's fear- 
ed to ventur' in, Atter the Korner comes en“ they finds out 
who the body is fen they kin then they's goin’ to do a 
lot more s*archin' ter see ifen thar's sum buried gold. Some 
uv the fellers thought hit mought be thet bank robber they 
never found - tut Uncle Lem Banks 'pinions that thar slip 
which i the biggest ome on Turkey Ridge happened jist efore 
thet benk robbery over ter Parkersville. An' he orter know 


‘eakee he allus rie Mete Gates an! things like thet. Thar's 
10 o other ifeos "bout who “tis, tat they wants ev'ry 
person thet kin cit ther to come up an’ see the corpse ge 
to find out who "tic. I'm bound fur Heppy Holler an’ Devie 
Creek to tell fotke up thar." 

fhe six women remained epell-bound for an instant ef- 
ter Semmie Frier left. Then Marie Hardison gave a groan 
reckon hit's Jin?” 

the other five women cought the word ~ "Jin". Aunt 
Sugen Horgan’es face showed great concern as che motioned the 
others to slienece before she spake. 

r ‘pinion we'd detter not quilt emymore today; mebbe 
sone uy yor want ter co right on up to the mine now, dein“ 
an hit's pact the tum ur dey. T cala t wel: thet fur my- 
0. * 

Maria Herdisen wiped her eyes end streightene’ up. She 
seened very frati, tut there we a flesh of exeltenent 
mounting to her checke thet used to be pink before the 
wrinkles of age prodonina ted. er expression betrayed the 
fact that the wen eritting her few teeth to impart courage 
to her own heart. 

5 got ter go, even if I hev to welle the mall to cit 
ther, Would hit plensure ary me to go with ne?" 


lorie sent a searching glemce around the croup, scarce- 
ly expecting thet any one could accompany her on the tire- 
sone trip. There was Leura Lee with her large family to de 
cored for, her baby asleep om the bel. Halen Jari was too 
cla ond crippled though che still 44d beatiful quilting. 
Polly cee hei om invalid bey thet held her at home most of 
the time, Prady An might go if t weren't for feor of 
her husbend beating her should supper be late. They all 
Locked at each other questioningly end shook their heads 
sorrowfully. A pitiful hint of a smile eaucei Moria Herd - 
son's lips to quiver, 

“I was kinda afenred nary one could go. I*11 jist stert 
omy no goubt, plenty ur ohe up- rech be goin’, n 1°11 
hev comp'ny. I°11 ziet take my chat then yer, Susan.” 
Her hende tremblet ar che placed the shew] over her grayed 
heir that wes always neat. They watched her climb the im 
cline fron the verd to the eampleted section of the new ro 
with em elecrity thet would have chamed a city dweller a- 
ways acoustomed to flat pavement. 

T hope che cite a ride up the eresk,” sighed Amt Sus- 
om. “I Kinder think ame o the Beck boys mought take her 
port way. She'll hev to go right through their yard on 
nt the bridle «path's tore up." 

"Do yuh think hit coulé be Jim Herfison's bed, sunt 


Susan?" ariel Prudy Wildmem, “That all happened afore we 
cone hyer, bat I heared hit taed e-plenty.” 

"Hit nought be at thet," put in Healey Nerick in her 
high cracked vod. i I wicht to the gool Lor, 4¢ wan. 
Tere Marler has jiet retted herse'? inter a shelfer over 
thet no- n coward ur e husbant thet allue dd love the 
alnighty foller better’n he lovel her, Wee, now, 1% 
erave ter know ifn hots dead, so I woulén’t live in dre 
r ˙— » 
Merier, Ida never Madel hyer ali these dr waitin’ for 
eich a corry feller. I % a gone with the chiller Mike 
they axed her te, Taue cke, Dusan, I plant fergot myse's. 
True waz an' yer what yuh thought.“ 

"That's all right, Mohaley; yuh Miwed up clos't ter 
the Ear€icon's whin they wint through all them bad times. 
Yuh kin tell rudy bout Mt, ur somebody else will ~ an’ 
Ten that e Jim, I feel like we ort net talk bout Mt in 
front uv Merfier *onise she'll Feel bad ‘maf as t. 

Mahale bright due eyes scintilleted iz their 
rA Ted sodkets as che screwed up one corner of her mouth, 

Tren thet’s Jim Harfiecom, he chere got hie with *hout 
dein’ buried heut ary coffin ~ but hyer, I'm gtartu at 
the wrong oni uv the story. 1 ½1 no doubt tell ver come 
facts thet nary one of you'ume mow, but T nought us well 


1 
apit tem out now, bein“ as me n all stirred up agin. in 
ados, hit'll pleasure yuh to know em. 

"I'm right glad yuh Min holp set us straight on some 
things, Haley," affirmel Pally Jones. “I ellus venere 
whut mode Jim act the way he done at Me om son's brain. 

"Wel, yuh'll mom why whin I git through. dim Herdisom 
rr 
ler. Yuh'd think nary mem-porson oe oe 
ever seo mf uv en to est their lives, but hit wr 
done with Jim. I tol’ my mee, Janes Singer, thet wus 
keepin’ comp'ny with The whin he diel, thet I never seed 
two mom-persens in one family thet w so oppositess Jin 
and hie eon, an. Thai taken at ter Marier's fo'ks, dein“ 
go good he'd work dar in en’ fey cat im his pappy's bae- 
eer patch en“ not git a eint. He'd start to work come sun- 
up, co's he could git over the pateh afore the end of the 
wook; then hea slip ‘way to Petorsbung to tern. coy 
ven en uv his om, Thad gin'ally turned hie money over to 
Merier without lettin’ Jim mow "bout hit. Nemey sald thet 
That c 1ated, when he come twonty-one, he'd jist bast 
Loose frum home an’ stert out on Me om. But afore thet 
ey oe oe ee ee ee eee 
Memmy's seke. Might nigh all uv yuh have seed the pitcher 
of Thad in his coffin - what a long-sufferin', kindly face 


he heft! Allus seemed te me thet the corners uv his mouth 
I ey ee Oe eee, 
in’ kind. Le seemed to git mare joy by holpen other fo'ke 
than Jin ever done outen hoar@in’ hie dellers. Jim nought 
a hea a bag ed gold, tut Thad hei a heart ur gold, an 
Preasher Campbell sen thet's wimt counts." Mahale peused 
to wipe her eyes with the corner of her eprom. met wur 
what counted with Haney, too, pore cal." 

"fhe beginn“ uv the lull trouble wus thet winter ur 
the big now an freeze - I disremenber whether hit wer ten 
ur twelve yer back. The creck ws frome galid; the nen 
kep' padkin' im, one right otter *tother 411 we bed a right 
whee toni all up an’ dom this | ereck, I think the 
younguns hei the time uv thur ives with dur sleds en 
sleighin' parties. ener wae ctayin' with me thet winter, 
ant Thad cone Comm to talk to hey im the evenin’s aster 
his gin tine, 

"Me night he scomed oll broke up ‘bout soncthin’. we 
eoulém't git him to talk fur quite a spell. ‘hen, he tolé 
Gemey am me thet he wae up agin the her@est thing in his 
ifs. He hed alins tried ter be a good con on’ mind Me 
preppy, wut there somethin’ Jim wented him ter do thet he 
sis* coulém't even of hit made hinge worse fur Marier en“ 
the youngms. The new wholesale fellers waz comin' out fran 


tow to foreclose on Jim's erocery stock, and he war n 2 
high hoss, revin’ ant swearln' that they'd never @isfar- 
nish his store, thet herd eius paid hie honest debte, ont 
they could weit 411 he sold his next "baccer crap. Thai 
said hie perpy mate whidkere= cut uv Erler how mech she 
hed of Theile money an wus tryin' te force her to hand it 
over. hen Money tol' Wed she'd rather hare Mn without 
a pemy then to hev somepun happen to him, I ric’leet how 
Theft straichtenel up an' seid, *Neney, afore Gof, I wants 
ter do whut's right, but I‘ goin te bang on to whut I've 
eaved for you n me to git nerried on in Mey right etter ay 
birthieay. Pappy ain't got no cleim on thet. I dent think 
he'll do mo herm; he's jis’ blowin’ off steam, I *pinion.* 

"Thin Ten z » I set an“ done « Tot o* thinkin’. 
T vunn' t so shore thet Jim Herfison woulém'’t do uo harm. 
I know how e russen Xin git r heart so sot on this worl's 
code thet they does wonferfaul mean things jis’ tur a 
trifle. Teen beered ur one women sellin’ her baby fur a 
qusrter, Prencher Campbell called hit men; he *splaizi- 
ell thet meant lovin’ money more n ary other thing. Allus 
otter thet, I called zin, G“ Mammon’, in my mint. 

"Wal, thet night I stayed up to keep a far goin’, be- 
In! hit wer so cold. I dent keer to her my leetle store 
av taters en! fruit to sp'ile. I'd kinder doned off whin 1 


wus waked up rele check by the schen - ecuenk' uv the 
rumers ur a sled goin’ dommereck. I LMetened to heer the 
younguns o-leughin' on herrin“ ae they most cin'ally 
done, tat T didn't heer nothin’, I panne some *hont hat. 
Then in "bout ‘nother hour, I heare® the same noise. Bein’ 
an T dent bew mo lamp Mt, 1 locke cuten a crack im the 
front, an' thar's plenty ‘mmf moonlight fur me to mike out 
hit war Jim Herdieon's team he war walkin’ "lone by the 
sled thet waz shore leafed dom with somepmm, Atter I hed 
@linbed inter bed besides Neney who waz sleepin’ sound, hit 
aian't seom no time ti11 I heared the seme eren 4 
wr em cies „ 
I, thet dim ain't up to mo goed. Mt a won'mer he'd 
ever git thet work-bridzle to haul things et nicht 'ceise 
he most gin'ally hen Tad de men heavy work, 

“Leng bout daybresk, whin T wor shore sleepin’ the 
Sleep uv the Jest, I was 7 exten ny wite ty a 
poumdin’ et the door. I wropped a bell-quilt trount me 
om’ pulled ope the doar. Thar stool Merier "4th three 
uv her lenstums, o-shiverin' em’ bine fram the colt, 

Leue oskes, Marier,' I sem. ‘Come in. 

"All she could do n I got her in by the fur place 
wus to ery fur d spell. Thon che ces, let Meleyt mtb 
Thad ~ Hin n his poppy got inter hit, the fust time I ever 


191 
soen The go agin hie damn - but I don*t biene Thea none. 


Jin orferel Mm, r om son, ter take the groceries "way 
ant hide em frum them wholessle fellers. Thai wouldn't 
nage on inch ter de hit « ad 1% be ateclin'. Then Jin 
evebbed up a cm Gh, Meriter, I never seed him act thet my 
afore. Yo driv Mad right out in the mow ‘ithout ary 
cheneet to cit a extry cont. Thad Gant co ‘ealee he was a 
coward, Haley; he never was the boy ter cause emmy trou dle 
fur hie map, so he Jet sen Gooti-by, an goes out. I Rind- 
er thought he'd come dow hyer whin he never come back fur 
his coat. 

„ e tee ne war down hyer, come 
dusty en eat bo aint’ never cone bann etme thats? 

"Taney waz up wont thet time. ‘What's happen'd ter 
Thad, Mie Harédcon?' she axed kinder skeeref-like | 

„ den know, Homey; he ain't ban home simee bout 
tin lest night. Jim ain't bin ther either; he went out 
tight atter Thed, He tel“ me not ter stir caten the house, 
tat I jie’ couldn't stand hit up thar a mite longer, Lale.“ 

* Wy tei? t . ‘She don’ even mow thet Jim's 
gonewher in order to slicker then fellere frum tom coten 
gone money." I felt so bad fur Merier thet I ses rale porkp 
like «- "Now, rie. I'm gon“ to stir up the fer an’ git 


yer an' the younguns a bite o“ breakfas' afore yuh go back 
home, That'll be all right, him raised right hyer in the 
hills; he knows how to take keer hisse f. ‘Sides, hit ver- 
nit no Dliceer® last night; yuh could see jist uc plein us 
dar. 

‘erier trightene! up a bit at thet idee, an' we all 
hed a right nice meal, but I could see che wie still mighty 
wearried over both Jim an’ Thai. Jist afore she left, she 
pulled me over to ome side ur the room whilst Taney waz 
playin' with the chillern by the far'plece; she slips a 
Teetle bag to me an whispers, "Haley, won't yer holp me 
out? This is Tate money he's saved to git marrieé on. 
I'm feared Jin'll git hit, some way r *tother. ‘Won't yer 
keep hit fur him n nee? 

v tol’ Merier T be glad ter do hit, bet she seemed 
gkeered to go home by herso'f; so Meaney offered to go ‘long 
with her. 1d never in the creation a let her en IM any 
48ee what wos goin’ ter heppem. ane wor Ander encourag- 
ed, thinkin’ thet her in mad could git married afore Bay. 
She went off so happy, nin“ a ume, expectin' as shore 
us could de thet she'd see Thad at my Mace whin she got 
back. Mell him to wait, Ant Maley, Iren he gilts hyer fust 
efore I git beck, sez Nancy with the last smile I ever 
seed on her face. 


min they cone cles"t to the Hardzaen place, Jane 
tal“ mo etterworig, they seen some men comin', cerryin’ 
gone person in atwoen en. Mt var mal. You ell know 
deut how he'¢ tripped hiese'f on a mag an fell, hittin 
his heel on a reek, tmocrin’ him oncanscious, om’ how he 
wus froze till he war almost stiff ‘fore Lefe Peters fount 
him, Mt war wonderful hard on Haney ease they wouldn't 
let her star at rA . Ifen they hel, mebbe they 
woulin't a made the mistake uv wormin' Thad up too quedk 
by tringin' hin in right in front uv the fer'place. Course, 
whin he come to, he wae oufferin’ torments. You'd a thoaght 
thet shin Jim come in bout en hour efter thet, bed a bin 
oom, But hit scene like that ther wis nothin’ thet d tec 
din's heart, Hat seemed like the ol’ Hick Moese'f hed the 
reins on Jim on’ woulém'’t cay ‘thos’, mie tol’ me thet 
F gener tes 6 Cae te cane Grae Me 
pein, dim refuseé p*int Mang, sayin’ thet he hed brung hit 
eli on hisse'f by not min@in’ hie pa. ‘Sides Jim said he 
Gidn't bare ery dollar to poy a deter. That ken pleafin', 
seyin’ fur en to use his money he'd saved. Jim qusged en’ 
seid he'd bew to see the momey in hie heat fust. mier wer 
helpless though she wuz prayin’ thet them wholesale fellers 
weelé come frum tom coe she coulé git word to the deter 


nen she wound t trust Theft e money with her ow hus- 
bend, Hit seemed like Jim stayed right con t to the house 
jist to plague Thea em not give Marier a chancet ter speak 
to him alene. Jim wouldn't let ary a body im. Maney hed 
gene back oncet to g 

“Wal, I was plain set.on Raney err 
hit locked like he wan present hie in! piller ; so I tek- 
en her up to the Herdison's agin ac sem un I thought hit 
wer best. eme wuz breve. 1 got ter see him jis' cheet 
more an’ talk to him,’ che ses, ‘amt Haley, if he be bai 
off, dat they won't let me,’ 

rn, Sy ment O22 serenel 
up the way I den win I'm purely stubborn, 

"Whin we sot foot inside thet door, I mowed thet I 
couldn't @o no soft~pedelin' with Jim, He looked like the 
an. I aan“ keer vimt he done - I wun goin’ ter ove 
thet then two young fo'ke thet loved the ‘tether better n 
Life would git to lane 0 14e whtle. 

"I ees rale irie, ‘Jim Hardin, how come yore 
Sled Gon’ know how ter stay home at night ‘etid o win“ 
ron n' keepin’ yore neighbors awike all times o' night? 
Jin —* ger I «= 

"“Jiet then them fellers frum town rides up « an’ T cits 
my cue « I sem, "Jim Nardicem, de yor want T chou talk to 


then 8 They jiet rd up by yore tere.“ He 
red at me an“ n a look thet could a ent through 
eremite, Then he rig up enten hic char om’ left thut 
sayin’ a wor, 

"Neney wie -ein ‘side the bed, heldin' Tad “g 
hen an“ pattin’ her face agin hie thet éf@m't nome Lock 
neteral; she war whieperin' to him. T could see hit wer 
all Thad cn Go ter de still long encuehn tu listen to her. 
Lari er whispered to mo she's eafenrel held soon be outen his 
end agin - om’ could I clip out om’ send word sonersye fer 
a deter, mebbe by the fellers frum tom. I cal'lated ra 
keteh then wholesalers Wen I hed to dust a hame-string ter 
éo hit. 

"I gen to Baney, Tin goin’ om « plece now - on’ you'd 
dent git through talkin’ to thet now am let him rest. 1 
Aan t want her te see him go off into a crazy spell, but 1 
hed to git dom the crock bell whar I mought ketch then fol- 
lere frum tom. I got cutenme verd an' dem the gide-411 
queck enough ter see Jim lockin' up the store an“ nin 
with a smile on his fun, "Yore shore weleome to ell) thet's 
Left in the store, com"lemm.' An’ I knowed thet ther wer- 
nt a emiégeon uv nothin’ in hit, Me hed let tem look in 
ter see, Thar war a high in mighty look om Jim's face, but 
he Gifn't glimpse me as I dodged benin“ a big olt Syesmore 
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tree en rumed deu the deen behind a thicket, Then, I 


rade 11e a deer to hesf eff them men-persons. 

"Wal, thin I flags en Gom, I guess I war jist aboot 
ter bust 1 felt thet burt wide to think ur the livers ur 
Neney n Thad hevin' ter be ruint by a neen ol’ et like 
i Kemmon’? .. So I upe en telle them fellere wat I mow 
of Jim hed dene ‘ith hie groceries, but most uv all, I bege 
‘en to burry an’ git the decter fur ha. They scomel rale 
mice end seid they An' t ein to de nothin’ "bout the gro- 
eeries 1 fen Jim hed bin hein! pore folg git through the 
hert winter. 7 

» n, sos I «'thet'd be the last thing he'd des they 
woulén't ery soul trade with hin lessen they hel to. Yuh 
noedin’t lose no sleep "bout Jin not hevin' the money. More 
br !A et ee ee 
Tea lew him + thet’s wimt 1 40.“ | 

"Z reckon I dd go a leetle too fur ‘esise I rally 
Gon’ think they aimed on tolcin’ hit to lew afore I talked 
to ten," shelley Stopped talking; her volee wes quavering 
at she contimedl, I coulém't see wimt wae comin' jist fron 
then few worés, ‘They lost me my Mee, Jene. though che 
den whin she n aegoin’ « "Don't feel so broke up, Ant 
Naber. I dent wont ter live. I went to go har Thad ic, 
Nothin’ in this o1* worl do look good to me nh. * 


The women at the quilting party were weeping cop iously 
at past memories. ‘The mountain women though inured to hard- 
ship ond suffering wore at heart sympathetic end expected to 
heley gently on the bed as che cautioned her olf friend not 
to tts blame herself overmuch. 

abe, yuh never knowed Jiet how much te bleme I was,” 
maintained Haley stoutly, “tat I couldn't mo 1t ontil hit 
wer too late. A lot uv this'll neige ye, but ha bin 
on my mini so long, 111 do me goof to unlond it. You gon 
mover knowed how et the last un I wus up to Mardisan's 
with Marler an’ the doctor come te holp pore Thad im his 
éyin' hour, Jim wor right thar, too. He looked us pale uz 
@ sheet whim he axed, "tho sent fur this hyer dootor?* 

"I wasn't goin’ ter ber Marier Med; so I com, *2 
dene hit. Jim Haréison.' 

* right then,‘ he growled. "Yuh kin pay fur Me 
trip.’ 

"Wel, I stool up to Jim jist us stiff, 1 biurte ont 
‘Jim RerGicen, I*21 her yah know thet L pay fur the do- 
tor, tet z Go the payin’ fur the eurder uv yore cn.“ 

T was glad thet Jim went outen the house. The deter 
waz buey with pore ad. T enllel in Taney frum the kitchen, 
We waz so glad thet the deetor could esse Thai's Iast min- 


utes. Marier wor like a leetle ckeered rabbit; seemed like 
she couldn't cive Thed upp elie hed cot ter dependin om hin 
do complete. She whiepered to me jist us Thad breathed his 
last, "Look, hee maln like he ale done whin he come 
in the door er at heme ani seel me waitin’ fur hin.“ 
"Hit warnt u a long tine thet I Imowed 
how Marier wanted to git Thad a brought-om coffin, ome 
with a catin Uni“ en“ a ver plate, tut Jin woulfin't no- 
weys hear to hit. That was wn ho sald a board box vun too 
good fur most persons en whin he died, he didn't keer 
whether ur not he hed a coffin at oll; wit war the éiffer- 
enge You mow whin we all eet up with made corpse how 
Jim never come in fur the prenchin' atall. I was hopin’ 
thet his heart wun meltin’ a leetle by then, tut hit warn'’t, 
I never heared the yomg fellers sing ang better n er 
dene thet night, Prafy. Mit d a teched ary puson's heart 
tut Jim's to Meten to en sing, "Wher fic my Weni'rin Boy 
Tonight?* Thet song @ifm't feet Jim none. Polly, you 
rie'lect how he taken the penmmics offen Thefts eyes afore 
the funeral em‘ pocketed ‘em, Hit war Nene thet cot the 
preacher to tilt the coffin up on at the lect uv the 
buryin' service an“ teke hers n Theé's piteher together. 
But hit afa@n't look Ike my Nancy ease ther waen't no 
ende on her face. I guess pret nigh rer burn 


we've hed the last ten yer, they taken the pitcher ur the 
corpse thet same wey." 

As Heley paused to dip some nuf, Laura Lee rose from 
the quilting frame and wrapped up her baby, preparatory to 
going. 

1141 hev to hurry my story; thar's one nore thing I 
got ter tell yer. I neter could figger out why hit haf ter 
be - that the bullet Jim Harfison simed at my heed should a 
missed me n' hit pore eney. * 

ieure Lee stopped deai«etill in the doorway; the others 
halted in their preparations for going. Aunt Susan ejeco- 
latei, "You! He aimed to kill yer? Why, Haley, we never 
knowed --" 

"Bo," went on Haley in a subdued volce,"Nary one, not 
even Merier, kniowed thet Jim plenned ter shoot ne, sols tu 
hinder me frum testifyin' agin him in court. Yuh see, atter 
Thai's buryin', Jim war arrested en' the tine fur his trial 
wuz sot; heid bin accused er stealin' the goods thet right- 
fully belonged to the wholesale comp’ny. I found out thet 
01 Memmon' waz blemin' ne fur hit all; he tol' Merier 
ifen I'd kep' my mouth shet, th ar wouldn't a bin no trial, 
an' moreover, he wag goin’ to see thet my mouth wz shet 
efore the trial come off." 

Aunt Susen could maintain silence no longer. Haley, 


yuh shore waz breve ter keep all them things secret fur 
Merier's sake. I den! know how yuh dome hit. I kin rie 1ect 
how yuh an Nemey come to church thet night o' the meetin’ 
whin she got shot. She uus so sad-lookin', An' I ric'lect, 
too, how Jim Hardison come in an' stood at the back fur a 
spell. I seed his eyes travelin' up an' down the sides uv 
the the Meetin' House jis' like he 'c a jedgin' distance. 
Hit wer at the time Preacher Campbell waz sayin', me wages 
uv sin is death; sin allus cits hits wages oe way rr tother 
an' no mistake "bout hit!’ Jim gived the Preacher sich a 
nasty look, I wug kinder efeared fur hin. The next thing I 
knowed I heared Jim outside - yuh couldn't mistake his voice. 
He war sayin', Cone on, boys; let's shoot up the meetin". 
Then pore Nemey sereened an' fell over om top uv ye, Haley. 
But we allue thought hit wer a stray bullet; thet's unt the 
Fellere all toll“ the officer atterverds. “ 

"No, Susan, Heley's voice wes becken het ther bul- 
let var meant fur my heed. Jis' efore hit war fired, I | 
dropped the ol’ pocketbock in which I hed Thed's money to 
pey hie doctor bill, an’ I re'ehed over reel quick , like I 
uster move en“ the bullet hit Nency's head 'stid o mine. 
I neter keered tu tell ary one bout hit fore today. Bv'ry 
puson knowed Jim felt guilty some way r 'tother; en 
he wouldn't a 11t out the minute Nemey died at the horsepit1 
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wher we teken her 


. the Che Wet Stn enn ao 
willin' for Merier ter go to Peternturg with me; so's we 
could be near Nancy, Hit diém't seem like “ Mammon’. Wal 
etter ane died an'“ we got home an’ found out that Jim hea 
ekipped the kintry "ithout lesvin' Merier mur the youncuns 
enny money, I Moved he war a guilty em. Still, I neter 
could figger out wher Jim'é likely go M thet allus 
bragged thet nothin’ this side ot Jeigtmint could é¢rac hin 
outen the Mlle uv Kentucky. But fur ten Far they've 
rechen these hyer hills fur in an’ they ain't fount tim, 
te jis’ likely thet this skeleton fe Jim. I neter cal 
lated he wint ter the city - a" somewayn, I worn't efeared 
he'd come bade an’ bother me. Mow, with Marler, hit war 
aitttrent. She waz jis' like a lost soul without Jim ter 
does her ur had ter counsel] her. W 
autem haft e nee, I givel her the balemee to start up 
her fust store « but Leu ifen I haim’t ected es clerk most 
* „ „% ee one a ee Hen Massey beat 
the sox offen bert I "pinion wo dome rale well to git 
sich a heap o' mmey fur Merfer's strip ur billeide lend 
they’c taken fur the new ron. Howsome'er ifen this akele- 
tom turns out ter be Jim, he's boun’ ter hev his geld stor- 
of im ther somevher, an' how's Merier gon ter cit hit? 


, ee Mane com to ee te 
piece uv ground thet Marler let go. 

"Yuh sec, why I think hits Jim ic this - He token his 
éreceries thet winter night in the direction uv thet ol’ nan 
— Lowe sekes! The thought 34 struck me why Jin was co 
willin® ter let Merier go with me to Petersburg win Hane 
was in the horsepit'l. Jin was proppin’ up thet ci mine a- 
fin“! hit ter Live im to o the lew an’ he ddt keer 
to be bothered. e area hel his ereceries thar an’ a 
Lemp, Merier war so befuddled she neter miesed ary thing, 
but 1 chore dd. zin gore thought he'd be safe thar; fur 
yuh know how ekeered ery one's bin ter co in a worked~ont 
mine since leetle Bamie Drayton wndered inter one an’ all 
they coulé fini o' him war a piece of red sweater in the 
slip. Jim meta hel this mine propped up safe-like ‘enise 
he warn t a puso to play fast ent loose with chances, but 
hit Locke Mike ol' Bick ketehed up with Jim shore r 
ifen thie 1 his skeleton. Mebbe I orte come ‘lene ‘ith 
Yerier. I allus stood by her, bat I burt ay bi so bad at- 
ter I come dem hyer to my da'ters, I can't hobble thet 
for noways. — Wel thet's shore uz fate all I mow "bout 
hit”, coneluded Mahale as the women lingered to hear the 
lest of the ctory. “I want we hed telephones out hyer, 
go we coulé git news foster, but I *spects yore chmee 


thet works on the ron 1 seen be hyer, Suem, 30, 111 
jist stay on’ cet a cel Wen zun den! mint." 

Leure Lee reluctemtly set out with Prody Wildman up 
tortucus, rock-strow Davie Creek while Polly Jones limped 
painfully up Heppy Holler, ; 

Usheley Barack helped Aunt Susen pall the ropes mat 
the milting Frame, conteining the cheriched log-cabin 
quilt, up to the ceiling of the front room. Nothing wos 
d wntil they hei gene to the Mtchen. Then Aunt Susan 
rather shemefaccily wiped her eyes amd place? her arm around 
Mehaley's spare form. "th, Noley, ain't Mt arful whin we 
dent onferstan’ cach other in this 14 1 got ter ax yer 
to 8 me. All the tine T ban thinkin’ u wor rien 
smart bossy, a-buttin' inter Merter's faire en yuh 
Je“ dene hit os a date ease yah felt ter blame enen“ 
the trial an' the shootin’. I see hit co plein now - m* 
Raley, In glad zun told it all. I dent mo but unt yuh 
ban through more n frier hes." 

"Gh, no, I han, Susem, *oniae I could stant nore n 
she couléi. I wor jis’ bormei thetemy, I recen. «<< Do 
yuh ond ite che 11 give hin a m fen bit's zam“ 

Their conjecturings were halted by the aprrench of a 
wagon. Ags the mile team helted near the kitchen door, 
Johnnie Morcem jumped from the end-gate and gtrode into the 
eobin, with am arouse’ look on hie fnee, exclaiming as he 


came, "Mammy en Haley, too; you heered ur the mine bein 
blowed open n' our mam the skeleton 

"Yes, Son; whut else yuh hot "bout hit?" inquired Aunt 

"Wel, the Korner come out jist uz Mic Hardison got ther; 
one uv the Beck boys gived her e lift part way - an’ she er- 
ed hin, the Korner, I mean, ifen she could be the fust ome 
to see wt ther wor ter sce win they turned the body over. 
But afore they percesied, the Korner hed ter be told who she 
wag, an' somepun "bout Jin diseppearin'; ease he's new in 
these parts. Fust, he showed Mic Hardison the piles uv cans 
en’ secks - wd e left uv en. She said the big jug looked 
like their lasses jug they uster keep in the store. 

men, the Korner hei ter make the crow! stand bad 
though thar's some ur en im trees an“ on rocks, tryin’ to 
eit a peck et the corpse win the Kormer d turn him over. 
Wize Harficon ses, de rale keerful; fur en hitte Jim, I 
r 
an' all the "fects." I Mh know wimt nale her say thet 
then. But whin they turns his heed ur viet woe left uv it, 
an the body nuf sote she could see, she jis" give one 
holler - arm Bit's him, hyer so clos't oll the timet’ * 

"Bat, Jotmnie, how could Merier be so shore with jis" 
one lock - thet hit war Jim?" queried his mother. "I could- 


n't; nnn you, Haley?" 

11 tell yor then,” reepenfied Jaume, watching the 
Look of mme on the feees of the women. "She saw his 
Sold teeth tn his upper jew; ever? Messed one uv tem was 
NLV e with g. 

"Gold teeth! My Lawl” eee Amt eien, "Jim was 
So Clore-monthe? = an' with thet Long upper Mp, too, 1 dont 
knew us I ever seed then colt toeth,* 

"I seem ‘om once," offirmel Mahale Barick excl edi, 
t het time Jim emrle? at me whin the wholesclere come out; 
thet's uz chore uc fay n nicht, Jam wan fist the NA to 
ensure Muse by mrttin' gold im hie manta. e mast a 
ed it dene thet aer he 's ty over te Winslow werkint 
fur e Mut company.” 

"dist holt on + thet's not oll.” hne held up his 
beni, “Whim Marler an,, the feste n hie body, che 
‘body turned ever, thar clutche? zn hic han wus a beg ur 
golf thet he'd Board all then , afore he rumed en 
amt ne in the mine. It "pears Mike whin he heared the 
rumble ur the slip a-comin', he tekes time ter grub his 
gold fore he runs ter git out. But he Aen't mike ter 
maybe he woul@ ifem he hefin't turned toe git hie eld," 


"I'm prowl fur Marier's sake thet she got the golf," 
breathed mt Susan vhe was the first to regain her voice. 
"She'll git ter build her a new house up by the school in 
dom like he's wonted ter fo nom, thet che n cuit wait- 
in’ fur Jin," 

"Wal, hit pleneures me a heap, too,” ejaculated Haley, 
"gin" ter know thet m. Mammon’ etched up with hiese'f 
ad Last. But I nien he'll git the biegest daran 
yuh ever geen om Shootin’ Porki* 


143. “Idttle"” (Sammie Fri Junior in age; son of "Big" 
: Seammic rite ae — 
144, nen mine (cf. far fire) 


148. reige cock - nine 


ion” sale or uv day - noon time from 11:00 asm. to 2:00p 
* — eng a.. to 2:00pm 
149. bided «+ lived or stay . 


K 
153. in en out earl end late every 
any aks vearth} aey 


154. ern - carn terth - 

155. pitcher - 

156. : PB onl igre - help 
157, thor ** their (ef. ur 


158. gin time chore tine tate soft agu 
or trap in King James 8 of 2 815184641) 
159. high hoss - angry 
160. @isfurnish - take whet doesn't belong to one 
161. whickered ~- “cheat ed 
162. shore - sure 
163. wonderful mean (or won'nerful) - very wicked 
Ly a far 2 fire 


166. — vonder 


172. e = * — nt out 


174, p ress his dyin — — on 6D 
175 terated 
176. ae 


* her a 
185. tak aes opinion 
187. ifects - effects; personal possessions on the body 


The unexpected momtein oatorm desceniel with the ra- 
pad te of an avalanche, blotting oat the spring sunshine 
and hurtling great Minhe from trees shove the treil, pelt~ 
Ang ue with hell and drenching ue do the kin. My first im 
pulse wes te hug the nearest tree, but the olf mountaineer 
end his wife urget me to keep moving towards a deserted ca- 
bin that stood nent a fork in the trail. 

As we shoot @ripping end shivering within cur refuge, 
I noticed a table and a bench. The fireplace was intact, 
amd there was wood on the hearth. 

ame, dd yer mow this is Ben's House?" inquired 
Grendpe Futon of bis almost exhmsted wife whose hands 1 
was rubbing. 

"Rents Housel Bless ny soul, I never wished ter set 
foot inside uv thie ace. Mit brings back sorrows T on 
searce steni,” 

"Yow, Ollie, we shore couldn't a nade it to Terry 
That's our eon,” he expleimea to me. “Hearken to the wn 
Tae chimeyts etill a right good un, an' Rufe left sone 
wood hyer frum last fall's baccer etrippin’ work. He 
won't be @iepleacured ifen we build a fur to ary off ty." 


Grendme Parton's coat and making her comfortable om the 
bench, my mind reealleé the meurnful tone that ms used dy 
the women of the neighborhood when they mentione! either 
"Ben's House" or "Nate's House". T longed to know the pare 
tiewlars of the etery comected with the two houses. 

40 22 in emewer to ny thoughte, Granipe Paxton seid in 
& reminiscent tene, I rechen ifen I waz to write a ctory 
"bout Nate's House, T d call hit, Mh ride“; fur he cone 
tm on a Men Tide an' he went cut en a High Tide." 

"Gremipe Paxton," I ventured, "“4t's more then idle cur- 
iosity thet prompts me to ask you to tell me more about these 
two housoe you've just mentioned. finee I am to be ome of 
you, 1% like to mon of the hardships ent sorrow: and 
struggles thet are the let of so many im this valley. 1. 
seens that each hes hie share - Ten't that right, dran? 
Would 2% de too hard m you to hear agein the tragic story?” 

"why, nom, T don't think so, bein“ as yuh put hit 
thet way, Mies Willies. I allus sex thet Pappy n me Wer 
*preelater t'other one better whin we gi te ter thinkin’ ur 
pore Eon em’ Hate. Go thead, n tell her while I 
rest. I n a leetie grain tared. “ 


» I den afore," remmed the old mountaincer while the 
o torm still raged without, "Bate come in oma High Tide. Re 
wuz a strenger in this valley, drifting in on a raft down 


tiem, seme uz Henry Cie. e Fatt stauged at “those 
Pinte’, a sort uv Jimmy Bam, ete left his luccage an’ 
footed it on up hyer to Martin's though the got’ wuz awful 
sorry. Hit mought a bin seme other cabin he reached in the 
dusty dork, but it jist happened ter be Martin's. 

"At thet time, John Martin hei two grow gale, "Bee an' 
Bm“ we calleé en though thur rele memes wos Beetrice an“ 
Auen ‘They both uv ‘em worked right smart in hocin’ the 
corn en WC A « Mirek nen *reunt wile be 
wint off tredin' hosses as hie boye war 81411 leetiunc. 
de a lady. She could a bin, too, with her fair skin on'gol- 
dem curly ha'rs. T thimk hit wer her own mommy called her 
*Heney~o'or-the-Ground' « yah imow, Ollie, them lacey white 
Dloesome on slender-Like stems that has mr leaves all flat 
on the growmf ter make a carpet fur the flere to dance overs 
Leastways, they lock like they 's dannn! min they blow in 
a breese. Hes, Wllene ifen yuh hein't sew then Nancy 
o*ersthe-Groui' flers, you watch fur en this spring beck 
behimé thie hyer cabin. Thar's some uy Ben's om wild flers 
she starte? growin' in the fence corners. | 

"Wel, Geomed like thet spring Lem teken more uv am in- 
t*rest in out-door work, an’ Bee done a lot uv the cookin’, 


I rie et at the Yorkin’ an we cleared the new pateh uv 
aged ter be clos't to Nate at mealtine. Neate was the live- 
14 est, jokin'est feller them times. e could win ary per- 
son's heart the way he talkel. Ne 31 knowed how ter plea- 
gare u boty 411 yuh couldn't help tut Ie hin. wae 
britches tucked inter his boote im a meat way. He uus a 
good hend Gant dran mut euss mur chew. Wot ery a boty 
Adnet ex him omy pusenel questions. We eowlén't figcer hin 
out. Bed go to Mountain Meetin' an’ eet ther an' weep like 
a baby whin the preachers d proach "bout Heaven like they 
ache co meh - tut atterwerde ifen emy youn¢ buck got fresh 
ter displessure Nate "hout hit, he'd moch tem out. is 
He cone rn 
the boys kinder qcner d him at fust ‘eeicen he never pack~- 
ef a gum like ell the rest uv ‘om Gone, He'd jis’ say a- 
Jin“ -e, thet he could nove faster n ary ole bullet. 

"How eould John Nertin expect ter keep both uv his gals 
with a hen'some feller like Nate troun@? Whin the bine 
enoke ur the "baceer bed-burnin's  guried up to'ard the 
pines on the ridge, an' the Treilim’ Arbutes wos ventorint 
out under the Lenrel bushes, Bem en“ Bate taken their 


chaneet rale often ter explore up to the Indian Post Hf 
then cueri un rocks with slots an’ holes in tem on top o. 

nich ridge. Yuh'li her ter explore up ther, too, Men Wil- 
lene, Tho leetinns went ong nee Hate most ellus gethen- 
ed a badget uv pipecene ter make en whistles en lader 
om’ ponsume; sometimes, he used slippery Elm for the whistle 
No wonder the yomeuns wan daft "bout Neate - en“ so vun Den. 

" Wel, they never fooled Molly; thet wee nde mamey; she 
Bed good sense. She knowel thet the dresses she u makin’ 
fur Eon would be fur ae welfin’ inetit uv echoes]. John Ner- 
tin wented hie gale ter co to the Henien High School, cone 
fell; thet wee why he hed more grown cleared en put in two 
neee dede so's they'd fetch a good price. 2 
off honpetrafiin' eo mch thet Molly Martin pret nigh es 
tar crave to wier the teitehes', in John wan to home, he 
dne the Dessin“ em hed all the finel sey-oo. So whin Bon 
2. 5 Cenke Gee meNNEEE Thee GN, Oe 
humored Zen ac he alius done. Besides he hed unbeunden 
eomfidenee in Bate en liked him ac a eon. 

"Bee *lowed Eon war wonterful foolish not ter weit 141 
they could hev a branf«new eobin, but Ban seemed to be so a- 
feerea somethin'd happen to pert en. The hull neichborhood 
was ou’prised whin the ol fon built a cabin dem- ere 
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en s toe the Miscion om’ tumed over the home place ter 
am an" Bete They wint to housekeepin’ right dem ther on 
the bottom. ee ee Sate, atin ty ee 
could see hit ifen the wern't pourin’ oo, Kies Willene. 
I'll % fix the for, Mr yuh ell right, Ollie?" 
“Seems like some fee lives sir jist like terd@ay; 
the cum comes out bright in the mormin’ fur a spell; then 
the thick thunferelou@s rolls in an' blots ont ell the 
opting they ever hed in their lives. Ham's n Bate’s life 
sich a happy pedir, They ‘cot om" toe, Whin leetle BA come 
Hate 34 "bout busted hiene'f ter seve enough to buy thor 
place. Dun worked too, but she warn“ near the holp-nate 
thet Bee would a Vin. 2 ORS Sennen tan Dee 
in! fur the house an“ boy end rain a few Biddies. Nat 
e somevher in the cabin. fan wern't 
sorry; whe could cook us good a meal uz yuh ever tasted, 
wut che jist woulém't bust herself ter de catdoor work. 
Seemed like Imm depended a lot om Bee en! her nam to holy 
her in nin times + en’ shore "nuff they never failed 
her. Hen ker“ leetle M uz nent us a pin; she purely vor- 
ahipped him 'onise he was purty us a piteher ‘ith Ban's 


curly heir on’ Eate'’s dark eyeo; sich a spews youngun, 
too; everybody's pet. main M was teddlin' rend, Zan hel 
hin outen her flier garden a lot. Am’ she jist loved ter 
teke hin to the Mission Sunfay School whar she got chart- 
pitchers to freme fur the front house ‘thet she hed paper 
ed rale purty with semles uv wellpeper. Hit wae the cheom 
test place I ever seed. Some ur the enle wer jealous uv 
Ben fur hevin' etch a nice home an’ net hevin' ter work in 
the fiel@s, ost uv en hed ter plow up ther om gardens 
an’ help right omert e«plantin' the corn ich the heni-plan- 
ters «+ not ter mention the hein“. 

Hate never expected Fon ter hep him with the outdoor 
werk, tut he drur hisse’f co hard, he was cittin’ thin, 1 
notice? he Gt lemgh nur joke near eo moh, tut I 'pin- 
Senet he was jist gettin“ dom fur a right good solid uid- 
@le-age. Most ur us hed plumb furgot ta wonter wher Hate 
cone frum an“ % his fo'ke we. ary puson hed any reason 
ter doubt him; he wie a good neighbor, n' war provin' his- 
det ter be a good husband ant father. We never thought to 
question ifen hie rale neme wos Richer€em, ent no new er- 
er reached our years to the contrary; fur we hel no news- 
papers mur telephones - ur roads ter speak uv; ant uv course 


mo Petes u eutos. Nate wuz so proud uv leetle Ba thet 
he hea to med ° 


him in meetin's an! he never wanted ter go 


to 111 lessen he teien the Boy in front uv him on ole 
Rambler. No nore ehillerm one to their home; an“ uz tine 
want on, Nete an! m jis* slung more in more to the boy. 
They"? u hed hin sp'iled rotten 4e hee bin the ep'ilin! 
AA. Rah on wan ov „7, 
they Kinder cot to merlin‘ „ 
but not good either, 

shop ws *0 thane e ee 
bother unt tut hit seemed 14 thet taken place with Ben 
on’ Hote, Hit wouldn't a he ppened ifen they'd hed gere 
Teta mne. One dat d thet'e Ul Day renn hyer - 
Tate "loved het take Lectle 20 with 15 be the 8411. Zen 
wus purely studborn "bout keepint hin with bert band she 
wanted tor try one shirt she s makin’ hin fur Suntey, But 
che dane rtally neo? the baby fur thet. She taken hin out 
in the fler garden. Leotle . jis" loved flers, Boh said, 
zeta not pick ery um lessen Hon told han he cauld, Dut 
heta jist run up ent dom the peth an“ stroke sone ur thé, 
flers en! Lauch an' chatter. metrie vimt nage hit co bad. 
Thet mornin’ leetle Bi ventured cuite a piece further up 
inter one uv the fonce corners, Ben said she heared the 
bans wv the rattles, tut afore che eoult eit to the dev. 


the rattler hei got the boy. 
aa is — cone to Imrte 


in ary pausen. She dient bare the heart ter cut ron 
thet bite em“ dram out the Mood: eo she crabs the baby em“ 
runs, hollerin' down to Tolbert's cabin. B11 wur gone to 
mill, too; an“ A111 wan dem-ereck ter the Mission Seles 
Dey, do ther wor precious time lost. Whin she got up to ol’ 
Dem Tooley's, she war out uv breath an’ the pen uu de- 
gimnin' to "feet the baby. 

"The biggest Tolbert boy eatehed Bate us he n takin’ 
nie turn to the mill, dat by the time he got home en’ hunt- 
ef up Eom am’ the boy, hit war too late. Seemet ter me thar 
couldn't a bin a worse wey fur the leotle feller to go. Zan 
kop’ nan“, Tren 7% only let him gone with Bate.’ Nate 
never said a word, tut his teeth war cet, an’ his eyes war 
herd. | 

"Atter the buryin', you never gced Ban mur Rate at the 
Weetin's amy more. Dee wint up ter stay with tem for a 
spell, an’ she done ell the work. Dm givel up ant went to 
bed, sayin’ sho wanted ter press her Gin; pilier. Renorse 
wus eatin’ at her heart 411 che couldn't furctve herse'f - 
an' the chere part uv hit war ~ Bete Seen ter @ieranenber 
he'a ever loved Yan. Bee seid she het ter fo all the talktr 
‘eaicen Ean woul@ jis' monn ant wouldn't ect wimt she cooked 
fur her. Nate han t seid scarce a werd einee the vuryin', 
en’ he wint about os silent as a crave. Both uv tem we 


Olesen berkrupt. Bee sald ifen ary um hel thought "bout 
t'other un, they mought aegalled together to cit theirsel's 
outen th e deep well uv grief ter the daylight uv unéer- 
etendin'’. 

TAG 1t waz, one day atter Nate hed sot ‘round most all 
aay with hie heed in his hendis, Bee seed him take dom his 
sickle an’ go out in the backyarf war ell the lere me 
sich a purtiful sight with al colores uv the reimbow cixed 
up. Qe ae en 6 ee ee 
pure ram with grief. He laid ev'ry blessed Far en 
buch flet with his sickle, then he wint dom the rood, 
kinder etaggerin’ like he wan diz. e wint to'ari the 
Jimmy Barn wher he fust left his lugcage whin he come in en 
the raft at thet High Tide "bout four years afore. Bran 
the hard-heartel Tim Wingate dient keer to give Mate his 
Fust drink, bein’ us he knowed him fur a church- gon“, up- 
stendin' man. * „% ae te 
er, co the boys sald. ‘Bout dusty dark he hed olem pass- 
od out, 

"At thet same tene ttm, Bee sald, Een seeed 
ter come to life an“ wanted ter co out om the ban porch. 
Bee tried ter keep Bom frum geeint the wilted flars, but she 
couldn't. It would a bin better ifen late hed piled the 
flere up en’ durned tem, hin Dem seed them flere e-layin’ 


Sid, in dees Git e ene esd Or ek 
a noen, pickin' up some uy the blossoms thet vun still a- 
141 ve on the bushes. She pressed tem to her throat like she 
thought they'd take amy the otabbin' pain thet we nest 
chokin' her life out, Bary person Imowe whut thet pain 's 
Like till the one 411 the one they loves best ic takened 
rum en. Whin Bon fell alone the rock path, Bee got her 
up omter the porch am’ wershea her with cold water 4411 
Dem come to an‘ could got to bed agin, Then Bee sant 
Fur her n. Molly Martin. Uate never come hone thet 
night mur the next not far three days an’ nights. 

"John Martin wint ter bunt fur him on the the third day 
an’ he found him dow by the creck, tyin' come loge toreth- 
er, makin’ a reft + an’ ther wt enough water in thet 
creck to float a play~pretty boat to the river. The 
licker hed cet him crazy. He told John thet they wuz eall- 
FF Re mate 
mention ur a nan by the nene uv Drayton; said he couldn't 
dier ter eee him layin’ ther without ary pusen to help him; 
me Gee See ee Oe ty he OO éohn kmowed Neate war 
outen hie heel; co he never anid a wort "bout hie revin' 
then, He taken Sate ter Mie ow hone en’ holped hin to 
sober up, talkin’ to him like a pappy en’ beggin him to 
eben holt ur hiss’ef. Me seemed like Nate cot a leetle 


rip on hisse'?, tut hit @idm't lest longer 'n a June frost. 
Nate got ter gon“ to the Jimmy Barn regler, an! whin he 

got drank, he'd go dow by the creck an' work on his raft. 

John could noweys do a thing with him. (meet whin Fete we 
sober, Jom axed him Kinda centioe-«Like ifen he ever knowed 
@ wen by the name uv *Dreyten’. As soon es he mentioned 

We Sete POS TENGE „„ „% 
wildest lock an' re'cheai to his hip fur a gun eure he 
never earried nome. He ameé Jom in a hoarse voiee whoever 
named thet name to hin. 

‘thy, you fone hit in yuh t rim, John sec. 

Nd yuh ever tell men ur ary m leer Hate axed. 

Jo, enewered John. 

ur Geode sake, keep me frum érinkin',* plenfed Hate, 
aebresthin' easier. 

"John tried ever“ way he knowef ter help Nate, tut he 
falle. *Bout thet tine, Neate started trestin' Ian in a 
rough way. At fust che 2 ge grief+stricken thet she taken 
hit us somethin’ thet wor comin’ to her. But atter so long 
a time she got ter thintin' how Bate bad ent dom all her 
ars, the only thing thet could a brung pence ter her soul. 
"Eaten ce gut wanted e-ctegte’ ty SGN? ae el ae & 
hevint Cor tek he quien am’ chickens en pigs an’ even 
the dee-gu¹j˖ẽůQZ ‘thet Nate neglected co much. Howsomerer, 


hevin' to work se nuch made Ban quit punyin' — es 
much, Bat she never cethered nore flar-pote fur the 
house mur fired up her hairs; jist wore the seme ol“ dress 
‘round. She ne'er spoke e word to Nate, an whin he 's 
sober, he ne'er spoke a word te her. But he shore made up 
fur hit hin he war drunk. He let her om a goo! u 
times he shore us the worl’ blamed her fur their boy's 
dent. Thet hurt her Gros@ful at fust - t421 che "lowed 
che het tekene! enough pumichnent; then hit mage her bitter. 
She tal“ Bee an’ Molly how che wur gon! ter try to bring 
Hate te hie senses, ant this ic how hit wer. 8 
"Non fixed up e mee ter cock in the front house 
aii? che moved a bol in the kitchen. She @ivided the eookint 
pote ent @ishes ent the bea clo’es en chatrs, then che 
Leaves his elotes in the front house, an’ she tekes bern 
te the kitchen. Thet wos man Nate wus awy on a drunk. 
Whin he come home, she told him thet she was through takin’ 
punishment frum him; thet che war malin’ her om livin' 
enywey; en’ thet 1 en he couldn't streighten up en’ cult 
drinkin’, he'd her ter live alone. Mate hed bin sich a 
noble feller, che 10 herd refuse ifen he hed the least 
grain ur left gur her. But herd bin dostin’ up on 
comm—Moker; hit war still turnin’ in his veins, so he 
token her at her word. ne oni@ ifen che felt thet way, 


thay®4 dds up the lend an’ the two basger betes He let 
her hev her choice uv the fielen. she cald shed take the 
hilleside patch uv ground an‘ the fur terbaceer bed: thet's 
the one yuh see up hyer as yuh leave this house. Rufe uses 
nit now, me and tor Ce geten a? the backyard. She 
ald che wor a leetle nasty whin she choosed the hillside; 
she told Sete the regen che taken hit waz nee a drunk 
mall. . Be got a hammer om’ na n steeples, m he ant 
eel up the door fram his part inter the rummy thet comect 
ed the two houses. He wre thet he'd never ape ter Ran 
us long us he lived. m ifen ther we ony nam. up, she'd 
have ter be the fust un to do Mt. Bon tal him thet she 
never aimed ter speak to him lessen he showed a change uv 
heart an! life an let the drink alone. * 

"Pram then on, hit war mighty sorry geln gur both 
Em an' Hate. He lived ty Nene, ex ten lived by horse's, 
Hit shemeé her fon most ter death; they begged hor to nove 
beck home. She sald n; thet she war necfed ther mighty 
bed sometines ur Hate’é eterve ter death, She'd olfp . 
vittles in on his teble; then she'd git hie clotes an’ ward. 
am vaten ‘om. She'd even go ter the Mission sales an buy 
him clotes jiot the same ue if they was on speckin' terns. 
Ben matte good with her eroye whin hie failed ur was warded 
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out with a High Tide. mn never plented « fler o,j 
she knoweé thet Nate hated em. She'd sec hin tramp on 
tem, an' evar go outen bis way to crush the purty wild 
things om the hills in the epring. I cant tell yer 012 
thet man wint through with, 

ent fast they wes the de r uv the neighborhood. the 
youn; Teller bet on which unt speck gust, but they fell 
in love om’ got marric? en’ hed fomilies uv their m 
etill fate em’ Ben Richardcon had never spoke to bother. 
fwo or three timer hit looked like they'd shorely speak. 
min Bee vun marricl, Nate fotehed m to the weddin' on 
his male, bein’ un her'n wor lane. But they come ant wint, 
never sayin’ a word. ‘twas the seme way with en whin Tan's 
mamy @ie@ - in goin’ to her buryin'. Wel, fo'ks jist quit 
expectin’ ten to make-up. Therté bin "bout three ur four 
mountein preachers ‘eides the Mission workers het dene thur 
dect to pacify ‘em, but they oll failed. Seemed like 
thet derk stream uv nicunderstendin’ betwixt en got wider 
n deeper uz time wint en. He war like a strong ock om one 
benk reechin' out hits brenches to rds a Slender willer 
thet's dend in“ hie way fram ttother beunk, but ellus thar's 
Mer uus fur a High Tide ter take en both cut to net. 
That war the wy with Inn an’ Nate — dat Wer, I'm ¢ittin' 


way chend uv my story. 

"Air yuh both warm enough? — like the clouds is 
Urtin a mite, Hit may fair up by the time I cit throug: 
tellin’ yoh how Nene House happened ter gat up Wer on the 
hill, Wl, Late changed complete in hie atis. I gene- 
tines wondered why he seted so times. He'd bin 
writin' fur papers frum the outeide we lerned atterverds. 
Hate never jokea nur laughed whin he was sober which war'' t 
very mich uv the tine. One night he we mein! frum the 
valley, en“ he never come back fur five gar. At fast, Hen 
kept Lookin’ fur him; che wouldn't co home to her pappy's. 
Then at the end uv three ar win the road war to come 
through hyer, she hed ter cove her house; so che hed hit 
drung up hyer clos'ter to ice e grave, She left 
Tate's House otend - jict in case, het ever cone bock, che 
eoid, on’ ever co often chetd clean hit up fur him, 

*atter Bon got settled up hyer, she started ter raise 
au kinge uv flors egin in the backyard - am. ‘specially — 
‘round Loetle Mee crave. Theyts allus a great big patch 
uv *Neney-over-the-Ground' en’ wild Sweet Williems out ther; 
yuh ziet witch fur en hie epring, Sumer efore last Mate 
come back. ‘hic time he rode in on a gov'mint road truck 
in new brought~on elo'es. Ne looked pale like herd bin 
pick a long time. Pver* perten in the valley felt bad for 


him, on' they felt chere thet he an“ * Nery 
person owe then why they @idn’t doer, put Ean en! her 
dap. on 

"John Martin bed tekemed panne ter find ont why a te 
want cr them five ytar. He done hit by ein“ the nene 
Norten, He Ltarned thet Drayton’ wie the name uv a 
men that Nate hed shot by accident. Drayton aidn't die 
right off, but Bate felt co bed "hout hit, he left hie hone 
county ant chemged his name, Atter thet he never packed a 
gum, Still he eoulén't cit over the sight uv Drayton layin’ 
ther "4th bleed en him. Thet was why he writ fur the nows- 
pepers an“ war so worrit thet he drinkel more’n ever etter 
he got eterted, He war the kind thet jist coulén't Wer 
ter have his conselence burt him; the dee uv killin' e nen 
hente? him. Mette why, whin he rend in the papers "bout 
gone ur Drayton's fo'ke, he writ to tem. Atter he hearel 
frum them thet Drayton heft died within a month uv the shoot 
in’, Hate wint beck an’ give hiese’f up te the Law. Thin 
John ted all this to tom, Locked like che orta understood 
thet not ell ur late ugly actions was beceine uv her, Dut 


che felled ter see Mt. She coulén’t stand the thought ur 
a joilebira aun eren she could a drunkard; so she held 


off, She kmnowe® Nate wor a-wishin' she'é say the fust 
wort, fan mete bin wonderful studborn to hold out ecin 


nate so long. He ecemed more like the old Mate we uster 
know so long age since he had thet load offen his mini. Yuh 
eould hear him whistlin’ at hie work, an’ he started ter 
goin’ to Mounttin Meetin's agin. Ever oncet in awhile he'd 
slip inter mne field am’ work fur her whin she's at her 
peppy's ur to the Miesion Seles Day. Mt war allus otter 
thet she'd gend Nate somepun like en extry nice pod uv 
erepes 11 % — poate dy Joe Deb thet was 
Bee's biggest boy that stayed with Inn a lot. Joe Bob 
hep’ ropeatin vimt the t'other ud say, on’ hit wer hav- 
in’ ite effect on both uv en. 

"Uhin Fourth o' July come ‘round, an! they's hu « 
big Sale Day an' aimer to the Mission, Nate rode "long on 
his mie sides ne on’ Joe Bob's mile. Moet ary puson 
ther thought rA they'd made up, but they never 6 
t'‘other un. Joe Bob wint "long home ‘ith Bate thet eren- 
ims) em? he sald thet San bummed a due om the way up-crk 
en' Hate whistled hit soft-like. At war the church song, 
*Some dey, some day, we'll understand.“ 

et atter supper that nieht, Nate war sottin’ on 
the porch steps, Joe Bob saif@, han his head kinéer fell to 
ene side. He couldn't talk but he motioned with one hand 
to'arde Dem e House, Her light was burnin’. Joe Bob r- 
ned up the hill em’ got her. She quit eat“ n' left her 


Qishos stendin’, en“ gethered some medicine ent cloths. 
Whin they cot back dow ter Nate“e House, he couldn't use 
his left log mur arm. She an’ Joe Bob got Hate inter the 
house em’ on the bed. She rubbed ate with limemmt en“ 
heated cloths an' put on him, on’ done ell che could. Hit 
commenced ter rain so hard thet she couldn't send Joe Bob 
te her pappy's ur Bee's fur help. Come daybresk, she said, 
ghetd wee Joe Bob up to go get some one ifen he'd co ter 
lee. Joe Bob seid he sot in a cheer fur a lone tine 
whilet Ean wun by Naters bef, telkin' soft-lLike ter hin, 
tellint him wimt ol) hed happened then five er he wus 
gene. Tate kep’ clingint to her and with his good un. 
She kep* eeouracin' hin "bout gittin’ well; she ed she 
jist knowed he world, 

"Joe Bob reekonea he meter Cored off to sleep *caisen 
the next thing he knowea Eon rouge him up, sayin’ he mst 
eo fur help. 

*E jist feel like thar's goin’ ter be "nother Nen 
fide,’ she add. "Hit's bin Lightnin’ om’ tuner gene- 
pun fleree upe-ercek. Hit's mid«might now, ant it's bin 
rama! stata ell night. I'm ckeere? this ol' house thet 
nete so 10 11 be taken out. de 11 have ter cit holp 80 
un we kin sit ate outen hyor and up to my house. But I'm 
nost efeared T*ve waited too long.* 


3 


"Zan war right. Thet Pourth o' July at midmight, thar 
was a cloudturst up to the hee uv Rock Creek, the only one 
ther ever vun before ur since, Hit come eo coiek ther wos 
no warn“ fur most forsa wall uv water forty foot high 
come teerin' dom thet gulch, tekin' ever thing afore it - 
houses, barns, hesves, cows, chickens, trees, en“ logs. Zit 
r eRaie gettin Ge WN, TM ae Sale Seats 
bottoms. Purder dow-oredk the wetere cee ont nore, 
tut seemed Mike right hyer wher the two erecks meet, ther 
wuen't a chancet fur Eate's House nur them thet war in hit. 
Nate dien't seen ter feel no denger, Joe Bod seid, 411 they 
heared the ewful rom. ‘Then hie eyes spoke an’ he nett ene 
with his one good bend fur Hen en Joe Bob ter seve ur- 
sede. n shook her heaf though she aime ter git Joe 
Bob on a mile, tut than want no time, Thet well uv water 
teken the house richt up ent flosted 1t on top some way. 
Ther hit war « goin’ dommec reck with the Lemp st422 e-burn- 
im', Some ur em up on Send Riege coed hit, tut they cen 
n't do nothin’, 

"Joc Bod onid at terverde thet Ber didn't ect skeered 
hin the vater gterted comin’ in under the door. she broke 
out a winder rele quesk on the fur side an nafe Joe Bob cit 
up inter 1. 

oem, eos she, min we cit to a plees mar yoh kin 


grob the Mmb uv a tree, 1% holp yuh. Yuh kin save yore- 
def, on’ meybe kin git help fur us.“ But Dan moved thet 
her'n Nate wouldn't need no alp whin thet cabin wt ter 
pieces. 

2 EURNE,, OEE POEs SNe Tasos Henwe a 
erost the ercek wher hit entehed fur a Amte a a rock 
ledge with a big 14 uv a Sycamore hengin’ over hit. ian 
got Joe Bob out om thet link. 

‘Climb high on’ hold tight, Joe Bob,’ ere Bom. 2011 
‘em I coulén't Leave Tate slome ~ now thet we've jiet male 
up. 

"Rit ell happened so quedk, Han dan“ t have tine ter 
gay mo more, fur jist then Bate's House tore away an went 
fleatin’ dem en the High Tide. Joe Bob said the last he 
seen ur tem, Een was throwin’ her orms ‘rounf Bate. Mey 
foun? en thet way, am’ buried en 80, right by leetle Mite 
grave up in the next buryin’ ground yuh come to," 


The old mountaineer pensed te wipe away the bears; then 
he resumed, " *Bout fifty war drownfed in thet Nigh Tife 
thet Bate an! Inn wint out am, but our lives vun eparel, cur 
oom, Perry, broke a hole in the left an got us ell up ther. 
Them thin he seed the vater was goin’ ter git us up ther, 
he broke through the roof. Atter we got on the roof, the 
eanbin wouldn't float above the vaters 111 he pashed some 


rock offen the chimmey thet waz holdin' the cabin down. men 
hit floated a leetle ways 1411 hit caught on a ledge wher 
some seaten bute 4t sot hit didnt go ter pieces like 

Na te House." 

Grenipe Fextom velxed to the door and opened it care- 
fully. "Ollie, the rainte passed clemm by. We'll de gittin" 
on down to Perry's," 

1 locked ont. My firet mountain storm was over, and 
the gun was shining.. 

"Miss Willene, do yer want tun walk ‘long with us?* — 
inquired Grandma Paxton as I buttoned her coat. 

"Tf you don’t mind, I%1l co with you just as fer as the 
next buryin' ground," I replied. "I'd like to sce ante and 
Natel e and little Nie graves." 

I wamted to be alone to ponder the words of ved on 
spoken by the old mountaineer in relating the poignant story 
of Bon and Nate who were so young with life still before 
them - tut who let Fate carry them to the opposite banks of 
the dark stream of misunderstending unt only e "High Tide" 
could sweep the grief end bitterness out of their hearts 
end unite th em in death. | 


tered « little grain tired; little tired 
189. Jimny Bern road house . 

90. the goin’ ewfal sorry « trip vas difficult 

91. hoeses - horses 

192. — little nes 

195. hea're « heirs (common use of the plural rern; conb ha 


5 
f 


yeers - cars 

| a = or hold hin 
a tern of endearment 

quer 1 - bickering or fussing (They never say fuss) 


ao 
E 


8885 
8 
5 
2 


281. outen his heal - "out of his heaéi"; deliricus; raving 


233. tend the garden ae 


285. Boll MIN 
236. fixed up her ha’rs = combed her hair in ecoming way 
237. front house Front room in a cabin 


TT 
5 
gsi 
1 
1 


e baccer beds - hot beds reising +s which 
Nr Seias: seeds us- 
A 


242. a leetle nasty e little vindictive in spirit 
243. ‘eaise (or rr — — (pronounced kesen“) 


245. . — angry (They | a F. rg is 


247. . » Gifficult traveling 
248, — 7 at with a High ide ae eer with a flood 
between 


N from ey 
282. five 8 + five years 1 1 form not used) 
doer - G1dn't do it (used — ween er 
254. tekened pains - oe ee dere; did it carefully 
255. pod uv grapes = - bunch of grapes 
6, roastin' years - ears of corn for roasting or boiling 
bigcest boy - oldest boy 
258. *— * ith Eate - in compeny with Neate 
259. * - afternoon 
260. cheer (alternete expression, * hren) - chair 


on ter (elternat 2 uh) 0 
* ve 1 — 
263. g « theirselres 


265. o 
266, postes tes ~ poste (sh des (shake . ~ of, 18 Essey) 


ALPHABETICAL LIST OF DIALECT Fo 


A 
‘a’ (or ia) PB (would a gone - would have gone) 
a-bawlin' « or weep — — with the fix of 
Yat have verging oF woopt Stings betusen the 
dates, 8, 1883•1886) 


ä — 
a-hunt in! hunting (In Thoreau's writing: went a moose- 


~~, * * 
— 
acrost « across pede in Maes, Historical Society writing, 


1872 
lear", Shakes ~ "rf 
„ in ring leas" al- Beg "If 


Shakespeare: fuenry IV" ~ ‘ua, art thou not horribly 


an in (agin him - againet 
“fae « tela = in writings = 1872) 


intend to 
— (contraction of the early form “airn't" are not) 
are not or am not (ain't gonna am not going to; 
(of. Feindt) 
are (recorded in Maryland Historical Mag. 1777 
— date while 52 — 15 little while ago (ef. back“ 


* feeling as though one would faint or 
2 feeling that permeated whole being (1838 


allowed — thought; believed (1625-1898) (cf. "'lowed") 
allue - always 


r ee 
mean that the expression P: ths ante Bas been 
found in writings between those dates, showing 
ancient usage. 


ee 
was listed by Bartlett in his book "Americanisms", 
published in 1848 


* 


antt - aunt 
a-pinin’ « longing — be) 
a- Purpose on — 


— 3 = earth (of. untarthly - unearthly) 
ary « — Te e "1s there ary . 


. — 2 
at ter all «+ after all 
a — 
— 0 } 97 * * — * (1789 = 1638 ra 
UeSe * ) Wyeliff's Translation of the Bible: 
Ph ferrin him, * thou Kyng of Jewis?" 


thaccer = 
‘haccer bed « „ 
daccer- bed A — * 

. onder’ to weeds, warm the 
„ bask) > ngep ton youre age 

er - ago years ago 
bad, feel bad . 111 (Bar. 4848) 
bad off «+ sick 
balance « remainder (Bar. 1946) 
ballats - {songe-ballate - song ballads) 
or 


usage) 
beat (reit beat) - felt 2 a 
bee gum - bee hive (originally a gun that housed 
bees; hives made from sections of gum trees) 


indebted (1835-1878) 
bellered = bellowed or yelled; made a loud noise 
belly «- stomach 
best (used as a verb) - to outwit the other person 


betwixt « between (cf. a ) 
biddie « hen or chicken (from 1601) (ef. Doodle little 


bided « lived or remained 
big - large (The northern expression is large; the 
southern, big) 


big (opposed to “little") - the elder as opposed to the 
younger ) 
biggest ~ oldest 


big meetin’ « or congregation (1857 
22 nt = 28 gs er congregation ( | 
beine f 2 se 
bile (or vig) o 


clothes 
bit a little 182 a bit wait a little while") 


+ 1848 
bite ee supper) « — — fle 
blabbin! « talking wi — — * 
e leetle heart 1 a term of endearment 


baby 
blight + disease of trees caused fungus (16ll<on 
514835 * * ' 


Aly or turning sour milk 
blow - whistle ("Hear a train blow « Hear a train whistle") 
ee cusvent in Regiant wall the 30th ecabeny) 


blurts out - e tes without thought 
bob wire « barb wire 
bolster « double plilow 
born — - one's life time ("never seed sichin go 
vere See never saw such in my lifetime) ( on) 
(Bar. 


borned - born 

bessy - calif _ 

mee * n n ee 
* 


break lang «+ first plowing of virgin soil (1636-on 
— — 5 IA. er 
FCC 


from 3 ble or floor. They don't brush 
hairs they. *s "red" be 
„ . work-brickle - eager for work) 
bright - quickewitted (a bright child - an intelligent 
child) (ef. peert) 
britches - trousers (ori breeches) (Bar. 1848) 
broke up 1 3 * 
— toon goods) « manufactured or brought from town 


— we & the meetin’ = start services 
tuck (the countryside) (verb) - oppose the whole neighbor-~ 


bucket « pail 
buck-cyes - mate from the Buckeye or Horse Chestmt 


buryint groan = eesstory {Fligon tn *Kentueke" «1 


0 

@ain't « can't 

éain't hold a candle tc «+ can't compete with 
teaice or ‘caisen (kasen) ~ because 


came the creekewny - lied in 

Caps = popcorn 
ched - caught 

' int ~ excepting 

ehatr « chair (alternate expression — ans een) 

chaw « chew (1984 = Carruther's —ñ—„—ñ.ꝝ ~ "the par- 
8 pars 1844 


— x 2 oy or chefed hands 

full «+ full to A #83 <tnay Lies 

echurching (a person) .. ͤ Macdieeeh hae 
13 


o 22 entirely (clean 
ever the fence - clear over the fence) 
— 4 — 2 3 
trace Far. 1348 


come tO ved; recovered consciousness 
n sine 

coming & ch «+ growing appet 
comftable + comfortable 
concern 


corn licker « liquor or drink made from corn mash 
corn meal + meal at thelr own meale every Will Day 


the cree 
(serunch) « pe with violence (Bar. 1848) (Used 
in “Piers, the Ploughman") 
eucre - cure 
eucroes'ty curiosity 
on “shine act itedly t (Bar. 1848) 
a — exe cut capers * 
cut-ln-two aut into two 24.2 


D 
daft + crazy 
Gan dom 


didn't keer te a hie. tust drink « didn't desire (o 
asco oy K something you need or that doesn't 
aiepleasure = 2 (verb) « listed as obsolete in 


. FE 
done Gia tt = Gia it donee = T @idn't do 40 


dos bin! on corn licker «+ drinking a lot of Moonshine 
downe-creek ~ down the course of the stream 


drap - drop 

ee a tee eee 

dreon « a drain or 2 
l 

drinked - drank 


i 
: 
: 
E 


gusty dark + dusk 

Zn pellse 2 the STINE Ue. unten emote beet ic sosting 
n re on one 18 8 re 
Bi he is dying) (cf. "Press yore dyin’ piller") 

E 

eech - itech 

eten-most - almost (Bar. 1948) 

enny - any 

er snake a snake 

et ate 

n 

a.m 
ever’ + ever {ever' puson « every person) 


F 

facts «= facts 

fair to the sun (or wind) I 
- clear up, in regards te weather 


*fects «+ effects or pos ons on a body 
teller fellow 

— 
fetch (fotch) « (Bar, 1848) 

fetch thur guts «+ 8 
fiestiest ~ liveliest 


figger « figure (ef, cal late calculate) 
final say-soe final or lest decision 

fin'lly « gener 

fireboard + mantel piece over the fireplace 
r — —dening or fighting with the fists 


till he was ready to die 
five 5 + five years (no plural form; "y'’ar" for both 


and plural 
finea up bars and curled her hair 
fixin's « embellishments or trimmings (Bar. 1848) 


fiag ton down = signal to stop them (Bar, 1848) 
flare 2 flowers 


follows 
the Law studies the lew or is an officer 
foot it - walk (used from the time of Shakespeare) 
foot — log placed across a stream to serve as a budge 
founttin « fountain 
Free-for~all weetin' a meeting open to ali Faiths 
Free Preachin 


“ee eee eevee „ „ 


Free School - public 
3 herself 
from Friday 


full all e 

fur (fer) for 

fur 

fur der farther 

0 

gab idle talk 

garden. (enynden » garden plot inclosed in a picket fence 
to INI 

urn 

gator - alligator 

gave out « wore out (His shoes gave out - wore out) 

gears - harness 

gether ~ ther 

— fround « around (16li-King James Version 


- century in Esop' Pables 
(ef, introductory 25 f 


iit 

2275 
fe 
fi 


up - surrendered 

one the 'goeby* leave one in the lurch (Bar. 1648) 
out meetin’ arnounce meeting or service 

yuh out comin’? - had given up your coming 

ge past 


— beha ae o in 0 bat eens (hems 1848) 
sorry « journey or traveling was very 


il — flesh 
A 8235— 
- advanced 

outer bed on the wrong side got up feeling badly 


271 
13 


: 
7 


3 


te « t to 
— ts a 


—— © - child birth 
te fire « 3 grate of the N 
—— ground «+ piece of 


Grow off Fight = develop properly 


eee goer ae telat a instead of knocking 
a 
banker — long for or desire a 

~ handkerchieves 


— @ tate (no singular form used 
. 


head uv the creek « source of the creek 
nn 


8 
hed + hed 


pert ~ het ora {used by younger ones) (ef, "holp") 


h switch from the E tree (ef. iar him out 
hickory = & — « A — 0 92 
8 an’ So proud and contemptuous 


| out 
~ hollow; depression between hille; gulch 
holy (nope) = hale (Segue weed by @iéer feik) Chauserien 


Belaiees « heaes e (right holpless « very helpless) 
3 companion 


— 


— «- hospital 
horse 


mull = whole (Bare of a whole (fer. 1840) 
— = hurvyng. : 


dees + ideas 
M (identicer1l) — identical or the same 


tith — with 


mong -a 
cue = guage faiternate of of “caitlate” + calculate) 
with the eye 


| 
e 
ketch larnin' «+ become educated; learn something 


Kind bin deed Elea hin 


knock long and lonesome round his heart « expression of 
appeal to a lover 

knoll « a rise of ground 

L 

lam ~ beat soundly (Bar. 1848) 
oil - kerosene 


ee —— learned afterwards 


laughan? “fit to 14111 « until ready to die 
Law him aue him et laws him arrested and tried in 
Lawsee « corruption of 


lay a spell you 
— W — tion to a cabin, with e sloping 


See ates se ee + ee 
Leas tun smallest or youngest child 
leastways . at least 
leetle + little 
leetle grain tered - a little tired 
leetle une little ones or children 
lemme « let me 
lessen «+ unless 
let on + disclosed or betrayed a knowledge of (Bar. 1848) 
let me die at home and in my right mind a common saying 
lider « - whiskey 
like pu his eye teeth - an action that hurts 
ous 


fast 
Little (opposed to "Big", meaning the elder) - Junior, the 


him) 
loose child ~ illegitimate child 
tlow < allow; 
lowed = allowed; thought (cf. "*pinioneda") 


I 

mad - angry (used to deseribe a child when he eries) 

made mention - mentioned 

W - the person who carries the mail usually on a 
e he may be either young or old 

mamsy (mommy) «+ mother 


man-person <- man 
mareyful - mereiful 
mast mute that fall from the Hickory, Walnut, Beech, 


leaf (Bar. 
moan - mischievous to a ehild 
Weetin' a congregation » 1648) 


Nee in“ 2 
ae oan 333 e e — ) 

- 3 tain 
— tage erguin'*e Distiony roe Tun 


mighty « to Io B degree (Bar. 1648) 


oe oe "ib o alone wate 
n 18e on Saturdays) th oy Ome fee mitt 
on 0 
er ce ce an old s to furnish 
utes. tae bebe « leek @ the baby; care for it 


11 


mite very small 


moan « a sobbing sound 

mought « might 

mount in mountain (They do not say “mountings") 
dress + wrinkled and solled 


mussed@up 
rms te — ~ mst have 


ep pepe end + a fragile blossom as described in 
"High Tide" 
narrer - nerrow 
un = neither; no one (Bare 1848) 
nasty bigness « dus ine 
natura 
natera l natural 
natur nature 
neter never 
nest down settle down 
nestes - nests (Shakespearean) (cf. Introductory Essay) 
nigh « near (ef. pret nigh « very near; almost) 
niver never 
bo- ena = no good to work (ef, “sorry” lazy) 


nother 
not ter stir euten the house not to go outside 
nowhar - nome 


nuf na 
muss the nurse or hold the baby 


0 
of fen off 


offish « a (Bar. 1848) 
offich=like « 


ol? = old 
ol? folks - parents 
ole + a tern of endearment (My ole pony - my nice pony) 


outen « out of 
outen his head « delirious 
outiander <- a 8 thet comes into the valley 


A2 Bar. Toone 


} 
outeide (the outside) = outside the valley; the rest of 
the world 


P 
gg tem « meke pesce between them 


only Presid pains with) « ne very particuler with 
eit wg Ham N Oe Genes 
noe) + 
— “sf father (used by and for older men) 
1 «= pastureds put the stock on the hilisides 
poakes - eiekly (Ber. anes) 
pears - appears; looks like 
— ( out 1 peg a — Out oe 
piece uv writin' « a 5 
pieded ~ spotted (Shakespearean usage) 
pin = pen pis pin) 


inched « financially embarrassed 
— (a=pinin') ray, Be oo 


print « t 

p Ant blang a blank) point b os out 
p'int uv the ridge the point or care 

pipe cane - a the point er top of, th 983 


reed used for Ly pipe stems 
pitched 3 il forward 


pleasurable ( 5 * oyable 

pleasure one 722235 fig please one 
5 Sa out 
wore cut 

plumb - 


punt « hae Se 
or bag (Bar. 1848) 


ct 


sack 
- pucker up lips 


i 
i 


i 
32 
1 


— or gone ) 

- 3 
@yin' piller « rest on your pillow while en 
— "ne 


An! 
nt 


tify 
T N Nd 
- an extended meeting over several 


it « t 
— — are 85 > e e 
puson - person 


queer 
quar'l at scold (never use fuse) 
— quick 


R 
ty (ur) or (ef. ur out) 
raired « reared 


revenooers 
ric'lLect 54628 remember 
rid = rode 


right holpless - very helpless 

right smart showin' - very fine accomplishment 

right well tickled - very well pleased 

rile « roil; * stir up (Bar. 1848) 
go and round 


rizen (b'ile) « boil 
roastin' years + roasting ears (of corn); green corn 
rolled the bed tossed about on the bed 


runned 
runnin’ placed « going places 
runway ~- shed between two houses or barns 


8 

salat salad; relish (bean salat, common in the hills) 

Sales Day - Saturdays at the Mission basement clothes are 
giver. out for produce brought in by the mountaineers; 
cash can be paid 1 boxes of clothes are sent in 
from all over the United States; the very needy ones 
are supplied if they cannot bring produce 

sar - sour 

starched - searched 

sartin - certain (Bar. 1848) 

Sarvice Berry (Service — a cross between a cran- 
berry and black currant (Bar. 1848) 

say-soe - opinion or decision 

serimp - to be niggardly 

'scall'yun « rapscallion or rascal 

seed (seen) - saw 

set (sot) - sat 

set a spell - sit a little while (Bar. 1848) (Anglo Saxon 
spelian) 

set it down - write 

Set you acrost the creek on a mile - take you across on a 


‘shamed - ombarrassed 

shan't - shall not 

shanty - poor dwelling (Bar. 1848) 

shet - shut 

shet up (shut up) - close your mouth; hold one's tongue 
(Bar. 1848) 


shore sure 

shot im dead killed him 

showin’ - accomplishment (a right smart showin’ on the 
workin' a splendid accomplishment on the work) 


247 


mmaked - husked (corn) 
sieh - such 


! scared; afraid 

skipped the + fled out of the state 

slick « slippery (Bar. 1543 

silcker'n greased = t » almost impossible to climb 


slip - landslide (landslip - Bar. 1848) 
slush « aixture of water, nud, and snow (Bar. 1848) 


smack dab - accurately; exactiy as aimed 
3 or 1 by turning — 
— polecat «+ sorst epithet possible 
snack — lunch 


snarl I = 6 susling Oe Me 
se * 
sorry house = 5 house full of holes (sorry goin ~ hand 


sorta (sorter) - rather 
* — * — 5 


tie 
211 24 ,oxpression used at parting instead of 
3 again“ 


f 

take turn to the mill « take corn to the mill to be ground 
take up books - school time 

taken — took (sonetines "takened") 

talked a-plenty discussed a lot 

tarred (tered) « tired 

tasty salat tart relish; very good-tasting salad 
taters potatoes 

team up- match ups; suit each other; work together 


tech touch 


techint ~ touching (er alntt a-techin' uv it", a familiar 


expression) 
teli'd - told (Bar. 1848) 
tend the = hoe or cultivate the garden 
thenky ma'am - thank you, madam 


: 
g 


thar « their 


tomorrer « tomorrow 
too big fur his britches - haughty (Bar. 1948) 
teok account uv - noticed 


'twint - between 
tent = it will not 


— < knowing (used as early as "Piers, the 
Ploughman" ) 


— - uncomforteble 
unerne (inerns) - onions 
vunkivered - uncovered 


upaday (upadon - Anglo Saxon ~ to lift up) - an expression 
addressed 


to a ehiid on lifting it up 
up-creek ~ up the creek, towards the source 


Us UNS = UE 

ut - it (often used) 

uv of 

us = as 

8 tramp (used since Civil War days) 
~ 6 used 8 

ventur' in to run a risks to expose to hazard 

* 

wal - wo 


11 
walk - (foot-log) « a log placed across a stream for a 


wa'n't - was not; were not 

wante (wanter) - want to 

war « to 

war - wear 

P U a ĩ% ·KK ee 


war the britches « be the boss 

ware (war) - was {ne tive - warn't) (alternative 2 * 
war 18 waz) (1681 in the “Huntington Record" 
— wase geen the next mepaing G«Gpinkin’® of 


the run. ) 

warsh - wash or bathe 

warsh away be swept a with a flood 

@weakenin' «- los st or determination 
- worry me = you weerry me 


min when 
agg + Og distended eyes from overwork or | 
= with al} the blood Grained from the face 


shopped {enooped = whipped 


e window it ret they would not believe it could 
"window" 


wonderful 
. 
work-brickle « eager for work 
work him white-eyed ~ work him till exhausted 
Workint - a gathering of the neighbors to clear lend or 


put up a cabin 
workintest + most industrious; ability to work hard and 


wrong { out on the wrong side of the bed) - eross 
3 

wutk « work 

war « was 

wy yes - & very common response In the affirmmtive 


—— 


tively 


